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\ WOMEN EVERYWHERE love Camay with cold cream— 
Such wonderfully 


extra luxury at no extra cost! And Camay is the only 
leading beauty soap that contains this precious ingredient. 


Qujsniouvs Compleyion care |” 


Lovely Camay Bride, Mrs. Charles T. Jackson, Jr., pe : 
says, “I changed to Camay with cold cream TRY IT YOURSELF! Whether your skin is dry or oily, 

the minute I heard about it. Camay with cold cream will leave it feeling 

Now, after using it for months and months, « Sa re eetelorcl tl ondintetreched cena 
I can say it’s the most wonderful beauty soap re ove™ Ro) EXUISITEby Cleanse a relreshed. tn your Cally 
I’ve ever used!” Beauty Bath, too, you’ll enjoy Camay’s famous 
skin-pampering mildness, satin-soft lather, and delicate 


fragrance. There’s no finer beauty soap made! 


NOW MORE THAN EVER + THE SOAP OF BEAUTIFUL WOMEN 
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——-What?...You havent tasted NEW IPANA? 


HGHTS DECAY the 


Destroys hidden decay and Beats all other leading brands 
bad-breath bacteria in taste tests 


Wonder-ingredient WD-9 

in new-formula Ipana 
Tooth Paste is so effective 
that it destroys most mouth 
bacteria with every single 
| brushing. Your family’s 
teeth get the decay-fghting 
protection they need. 


New-formula Ipana is the best-tasting 
way to fight tooth decay . . . stop bad 
breath all day. That was proved after 
3888 “hidden-name’”’ taste tests. So taste 
Ipana yourself today ... enjoy it... 
trust your family’s precious teeth to it. At 
all drug counters now in the familiar yel- 
low and red-striped carton. 


New-Formulg [PANA. 


WITH BACTERIA-DESTROYER WD-9 


#=-- MAKE YOUR OWN TASTE TEST -------; 


Send for generous sample tube. Mail 
coupon today for trial tube (enough 
for about 25 brushings) . 


BristoL-Myers Co., DEPT. D-25, 
Hillside, New Jersey. 


1 

‘ 
Please send trial tube of new-formula_ ! 
Ipana. Enclosed is 3¢ stamp to cover 0 
' 

' 


part cost of handling. 


Name 


Street 


City Zone___State 


(Offer good only in continental U.S.A. 
Expires May 1, 1955.) 


; 
| 
| Ipana A/C Tooth Paste (Ammoniated Chlorophyll) also contains bacteria-destroyer WD-9 (Sodium Lauryl Sulfate). 
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bocrors 
DEODORANT 
DISCOVERY 


SAFELY STOPS ODOR 
24 HOURS A DAY! 


Proved in underarm comparison tests made 
by a doctor. Deodorant without M-3, tested 
under one arm, stopped perspiration odor 
only a few hours. New Mum with M-3, 
tested under other arm, stopped odor a 
full 24 hours. 


New Mum with M-3 
won’t irritate normal skin 
or damage fabrics 


1. *Exclusive deodorant based originally on doc- 
tor’s discovery, now contains long-lasting M-3 
(Hexachlorophene). 


2. Stops odor all day long because invisible 
M-3 clings to your skin—keeps on destroying 
odor bacteria a full 24 hours. 


3. Non-irritating to normal skin. Use it daily. 
Only leading deodorant containing no strong 
chemical astringents—will not block pores. 


4. Won't rot or discolor fabrics—certified by 
American Institute of Laundering. 


5. Delicate new fragrance. Creamier texture— 
new Mum won’t dry out in the jar. 


NEW MUM. 


cream deodorant 
with long- 
lasting M-3 
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THE MOST TALKED-ABOUT STAR... 

THE BEAUTIFUL ACTRESS OF MANY HITS, 

NOW IN HER MOST EXCITING PERFORMANCE 
IN A NEW ROMANTIC ADVENTURE! 
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M-G-M’s ACTION-HIT FILMED 
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AN M-G-M PICTURE 
CO-STARRING 


JOHN 


WITH 
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WRITTEN FOR THE SCREEN BY PHOTOGRAPHED IN DIRECTED BY PRODUCED BY 
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BLONDES have a magic... 


Poets through the ages have sung of 
blonde beauty. With Marchand’s 
Golden Hair Wash, you can be a dev- 
astating golden-top — safely, easily, 
right at home. If time has darkened 
your hair, lighten just a little or go 


honey bright. Bru- 
nettes.can add sunny 
highlights or a glow 
of bronze. Golden 
Hair Wash is the 
all-in-one - package, 
safe home hair light- 
ener preferred for 
50 .years. Ideal for 
lightening arm and 
leg hair, too. 


At fine drugstores everywhere 
60¢ and 90¢ plus tax 


MARCHAND’S 
GOLDEN 
HAIR WASH 


MARCHAND 
HAIR RINSE 


another 
Se famous 
MARCHAND product 


If going lighter is not your choice... 
There’s a Marchand’s Rinse to brighten 
your natural hair color, add shining 
lights. Special shades blend in gray 
streaks. 12 smart shades, Govt. ap- 
proved colors, wash out easily. At all 
fine drug and variety stores. 


6 Rinses 25c, 2 Rinses 10c 


INSIDE STORY 


W ant 


the real truth? Write to INSIDE STORY, Modern Screen, 


8701 W. Third St., Los Angeles 48, Cal. The most interesting 


letters will appear in this column. Sorry, no personal replies. 


@. Is it true that James Mason is quit- 
ting pictures? Is he really buying a hotel 
in Las Vegas? —H.T., Lonpon, Enc. 


A. In the future Mason will make only 
those movies he likes. He is interested in 
real estate financing. 


@. What is the status of the Dan 
Dailey-Gwen O’Connor romance? 
—B.x., Los ANGELES, CALir. 


A. Here again, gone again. 


Q. I have it on good authority that not 
too long ago the Beverly Hills police 
were called to the home of Mario Lanza. 
What happened? —T.D., Putra., Pa. 


A. A domestic quarrel. 
@. Is it true that Jeff Chandler wishes 
he hadn’t become a movie star? 


—H.R., Kansas City, Mo. 


A. He’d rather have become a song- 
writer. 


@. Isn’t there a good deal of jealousy 
between Bob Wagner and Dale Robert- 
son? —S.L., Syracuse, N. Y. 


A. None whatever. 


@. How many letters does Marilyn 


Monroe receive a week? Is it true that 
she volunteered to give up her career 
for Joe? What made Joe refuse to 
speak to her for long periods of time? 

—B.T., Iron Mountain, MicuH. 


A. Marilyn receives on the average 
15,000 letters a week. She testified in 
court that she offered to give up her 
work for Joe, but Joe has refused to 
discuss the cause of his marital moodiness. 


@. What happened to Tony Dexter, 
who played Valentino? 
—G.W.N., Syracuse, N. Y. 


A. Dexter is touring the country with 
Mae West as one of the principals in 
her personal appearance act. 


@. Hasn’t Mamie Van Doren been mar- 
ried secretly three times? 
ee —E.U., Newark, N. J. 


A. Miss Van Doren has been married 
once. She was sixteen at the time. 


@. Is it true that Jack Webb is dis- 
liked by people who started out in show 
business with him years agoP 

—B.Y., San Francisco, Cari. 


A. Like most successful men, Webb has 
alienated some friends on his way up. 


@. Why was the recent Keenan Wynn 
automobile accident in Palm Springs 
hushed up? Who was in the car with 
Wynn? —E.E., Inpio, Cat. 


A. The accident wasn’t hushed up. Wynn 
turned his Porsche over while rounding 
a turn. He was alone in the car. 


@. Is it true about Jeff Hunter and 
Debra Paget? —F.E., SEATTLE, WASH. 


A. They are good friends. 


@. Isn’t there a big producer in Holly- 
wood determined to make Marla Eng- 
lish a big star ?>—E.S., San Dieco, CAtir. 


A. Yes. 


@. Hasn’t Debbie Reynolds been taking 
instruction in the Jewish faith so.that 
she can convert when she marries Eddie 
Fisher ? —G.J., New York, N. Y. 


A. Debbie. wants to learn about Juda- 
ism, has no intention of converting. 


@. When Ava Gardner and Marilyn 
Monroe sing in pictures, are their own 
voices used? —S.L., Hanrorp, WASH. 


A. Ava’s is not. Marilyn’s is. 


@. What is the general opinion in Hol- 
lywood of Edmund Purdom? 
—E.R., CULLENDALE, ARK. 


A. Unnecessarily temperamental. 


@. Could you please give me an ad- 
vance word on Tyrone Power in The 
Long Gray Line? Ve heard conflicting 
opinions. —H.E., Hottywoop, Cat. 


A. The consensus is that it’s the best 
picture Ty Power ever made. 


@. Will Nelson Eddy and Jeanette Mac- 
Donald ever again make movies to- 
gether? —V.W., Puira., Pa. 


A. Probably not. 


@. I heard that Janet Leigh eloped to 
Reno when she was 15. Is this true? 
—J.B., Conasset, Mass. 


A. Yes. 


@. What in heaven’s name ever hap- 
pened to Farley Granger? 
—K.R., Dermar, N. Y. 


A. Went to Europe, returned to Holly- 
wood, now trying out in a film for 
MGM. 
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Tomorrow, the deadliest mission 


...tonight, the greatest love! 


i 5 
4) Two of today’s most 
exciting stars teamed 
Hin a love story you'll 


remember forever! 


William Holden 
as Lt. Brubaker, who'd 
done more than gaits. 
his share! 


Fredric March 
as the Admiral, big 
brass... with a heart 


of gold! 


‘ TORO-RI 


awaectiort 


— tn color by 
TECHNICOLOR 
Grace Kelly 
@@ as Nancy, who 
~~ followed her man 
to the ends of the earth! 


Jamés A. Michene 
author of “S 


Mickey Rooney 
as Mike, the ’copter 
pilot, all fun— 
and fearlessness! 


With ROBERT STRAUSS - CHARLES McGRAW - KEIKO AWAJI 
Produced by WILLIAM PERLBERG and GEORGE SEATON - Directed by MARK ROBSON 
Screenplay by VALENTINE DAVIES - From the Novel by James A. Michener - A Paramount Picture 
WORLD PREMIERE AT NEW YORK’S RADIO CITY MUSIC HALL 
AND SOON IN LEADING THEATRES THROUGHOUT THE COUNTRY! 


on 


modern screen’s 


top ten award winners 


ANN BLYTH* 

. LIZ TAYLOR 

. JUNE ALLYSON 

. DEBBIE REYNOLDS 
. JANET LEIGH 

. MARILYN MONROE 
. DORIS DAY** 

. SUSAN HAYWARD** 
. BARBARA STANWYCK 
. AUDREY HEPBURN 
. LANA TURNER 


° 


ROCK HUDSON* 
TONY CURTIS 

JEFF CHANDLER 

. WILLIAM HOLDEN 

. JOHN WAYNE 

. ALAN LADD 

. ROBERT WAGNER 

. MONTY CLIFT 

. CHARLTON HESTON 
. MARLON BRANDO 


— 
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stars of stars 

award winners 
BARBARA STANWYCK* 
ALAN LADD* 


TV award winners 
ANN SOTHERN* 
GEORGE GOBEL* 


newcomer award 
winners 

GRACE KELLY* 
ROBERT FRANCIS* 


hollywood starmaker 
award winners 
CECIL B. DeMILLE 
JOHN HUSTON 
HENRY KING 
STANLEY KRAMER 
HARRIET PARSONS 
DICK POWELL 
OTTO PREMINGER 
GEORGE SIDNEY 
NORMAN TAUROG 
HAL B. WALLIS 


* Silver Cup Winners 
*kTied for seventh place 


modern screen’s 
silver cup 
award winners 
for 1954 


Here they are, the stars you elected to the charmed circle 
as this year’s award winners. Your ballots poured in to us by the thousands 
daily, and when the final votes were counted, we found that you 
had given us the closest race for top honors in the long history 
of MoperN SCREEN’s famous popularity awards. 


You selected Ann Blyth and Rock Hudson (both first-time winners) 
as the most popular stars of 1954. To Ann and Rock and the entire 
distinguished roster of Top-Ten stars we extend our warmest congratulations. 
These awards, representing the affection and respect of over 5,000,000 
readers of MoperN SCREEN, are the true measure of their achievement. 


You may not have realized it, but over the years you also prepared 
another award, one we were very proud to give—that of Star 
Of Stars. It went to Barbara Stanwyck and Alan Ladd, consistently 
among the most popular in ten years of MoDERN SCREEN polls. 


For the first time this year, awards were given to your favorite 
new TV personalities of the year. They went to newcomer George 
Gobel and all-time favorite Ann Sothern, top comedians both. 


And to Grace Kelly and Robert Francis, whom you selected 


as the most popular new movie stars of 1954, we offer a special welcome. 


This year, too, we introduced the Starmaker Awards. These went 
to ten of Hollywood’s greatest producer-directors, the men and 
women who work behind the scenes to plan a movie, put it together 
and bring it to you. They don’t always get the publicity they 
deserve but they merit our grateful recognition. The citations presented 
to them read: ‘‘For inspired leadership and guidance, for proving, 
through personal achievement, that movies are better than ever...” We are 


proud to congratulate these great Hollywood showmen. 

The cups and citations were presented at a gala MoDERN SCREEN 
party in Hollywood. The hostess was our own gracious 
Louella Parsons, who has the complete story and pictures in her 
exclusive gossip section starting on page 9 of this issue. 

The editors want to thank you all for your ballots, for your 
enthusiastic help that made these awards possible. We 


are proud to present them in your name. 


La you seek the lost silver Cup— 
° for Sin is rising like the swollen rivers.. 2 


BECOMES A 
F MATCHLESS SCENE 
ON THE MOTION 
PICTURE SCREEN! 


Warner Bros. presENT THE MIGHTIEST STORY OF GOOD AND EVIL 
EVER TOLD, EVER LIVED, EVER MADE INTO A MOTION PICTURE! 
FROM THE RECORD-SETTING BEST-SELLER— READ BY OVER 
TWENTY-FIVE MILLION PEOPLE TO DATE AND STILL GOING STRONC! 


aVICTOR SAVILLE proouction ,CINEMAScOPE WARNERCOLOR » STEREOPHONIC SOUND 


WITH A CAST OF THRONGING THOUSANDS. STARRING 
as HELENA. the Seductress as DEBORRA., the Innocent as SIMON, the Magician as BASIL, the Defender 


VIRGINIA MAYO «PIER ANGELL JACK PALANCE »»»PAUL NEWMAN 


WALTER HAMPDEN wanrten ror THE screen By LESSER SAMUELS Associate PRODUCER CONDUCTED BY: FRANZ’ WORMAN 
pirectep sy VICTOR SAVILLE © presenteo yr WARNER BROS. 


9500 Skin Tests Prove | 


Palmolive Soap Is Mildest! | 
Better for Complexion Care! 


BETTER THAN ANY LEADING TOILET SOAP... 
FLOATING SOAP...EVEN COLD CREAM 


Palmolive’s gentle complexion care 
cleans thoroughly without irritation! 


There’s nothing women envy more... or men admire so much , 


. .. as that lovely ‘schoolgirl complexion look.”’ And you too, can 
have a younger looking, far lovelier complexion just by changing to 
proper care with gentle Palmolive. It does so much to help you 
have a cleaner, fresher skin— leaves it so wonderfully soft! 


Skin Specialists Say: “MILDER CLEANSING iS BETTER FOR YOUR COMPLEXIONI"* 


Palmolive Is Proved Palmolive Is Proved 


Milder than Any Other Leading Milder than Leading White 
Beauty Soap or Castile Soap! Floating Soaps or Deodorant Soaps! 


8 PALMOLIVE SOAP HELPS YOU GUARD THAT SCHOOLGIRL COMPLEXION LOOK! 


Skin specialists agree that a really mild soap means less irrita- 
tion, more gentle cleansing. Milder Palmolive brings you these 
benefits—so important for a softer, smoother, brighter skin. You'll 
find no other leading soap gets skin thoroughly clean as gently as 
Palmolive Soap. Yes, Palmolive is mildest of them all! 


Palmofive is Proved ° 
Even Milder than America’s leading 
Cold Creams! 


Liberace sat quietly at a table with his 
“best girl,” his mother, and pointed out the 
movie stars to her. She was as excited and 
interested as any fan would be. 

Jeff Chandler arrived with a _ pretty 
blonde, but I never did. get her name. 


Dick Powell arrived an hour before June © 


Allyson did “because she had to go to the 
beauty parlor and I didn’t,” laughed Dick. 
“That's. where men have the best of it at 
these parties.” 

When June came in (she is the winner 
of three former polls) she rushed up, im- 
mediately to Ann Blyth and congratulated 
her. “If I couldn’t win it, I'd rather you won 
it than anyone,” June said, giving Ann a 
big hug. 

You'll just have to pardon me when I 
say that the happiest moment of the evening 
came when George Delacorte honored my 
daughter Harriet on the fine production job 
she did on her charming and money-making 
movie, Susan Slept Here. I'm so proud of 
her, proudest of all to be known as her 
mother. 

Other producers and directors honored 
were Stanley Kramer, George Sidney, Henry 
King, C. B. DeMille, Hal Wallis, John Hu- 
ston, Dick Powell and Norman Taurog. 

All in all, it was a delightful party, really 
the best of many months. 


VM ON MY SOAPBOX about the as- 
tounding bad manners of certain actors 
who have been loudly proclaiming, “I have 
no intention of marrying Miss So-And-So”— 
whoever the lady happens to be. 

Haven't these ungallant gents ever read 
an etiquette book? Or hasn't anyone, ever 
a press agent, ever told them that it is the 
lady who does the denying or confirming 
of approaching nuptials? ; 

After Marlon Brando announced his en- 
gagement to Josane Mariani-Berenger, he 
‘must have given Emily Post a terrible turn 
when he told reporters, “I don’t put much 
stock in engagements.” This takes the prize 
as the year’s low in taste, sir. . 

Even my old friend, Clark Gable, was 
quoted from Hong Kong as saying, ‘I have 
no intention of marrying Kay Spreckels or 
any other girl.” Knowing Clark, I'm sure he 
didn’t mean this as bluntly as it read in 
— print. 

One of the silliest denials of intended 
matrimony came from Texas millionaire Sid 
Richardson, of Fort Worth, who was quoted 
in a magazine article as saying that he 
“wan't gonna marry Joan Crawford.” 

Who ever said he was? Certainly not 
Joan who has never thought of Richardson, 
with all his zillions, as anything but a good 
friend with whom she dines in Texas. 

From Europe, Rock Hudson “firmly de- 
nied” that he is marrying his constant com- 
panion, script girl Betty Abbott. Was this 
necessary, Rock—when there are a lot of 
people who believe you will marry Betty? 


EDDIE FISHER TOLD ME over the tele- 
phone from New York, “Don’t you believe 
all those rumors that Debbie and I will be 
married in January, Louella. 

“I wish it could be that soon, but be- 
cause of our contracts we can't be free to 
take a honeymoon for two months before 


“Fight” of the year: Lewis vs. Marciano 
—for the Muscular Dystrophy Drive. 


E fo 
OV hen 


TO HELP Figur 


i ! 


This is Dean and Jerry’s pet charity—and they really do a great job for the fund, 
too. They've done benefits and telethons—and now Jerry actually consented’ to 
get into the ring with World’s Champion Rocky. Dean got in, too—as referee. 


i 


“Punchy” Lewis said, “I'll finish him Dean announced, “I expect a good, 
early. He’s a sucker for a right kick to clean fight. Anyone want Lewis? 
the shins .. .” and fainted (almost). I’m taking Rocky and giving 50 to 1.” 


= 


Lewis (who weighed in at 92 pounds The bout (which ended as expected) 
went down. T must get my manager was held at Paramount Studios. Nearly 
to a psychiatrist,’ Rocky remarked. 300 M.D. patients attended the event. 
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OQUELLA PARSONS 


in hollywood 
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June. June it’s going to be, and not before.” 

That's what the man says. 

With so many Hollywood stars being mar- 
ried within weeks, days and hours of one 
another, it is understandable that the laugh 
of the month comes from a Gander news- 
paper which published the picture of a 
pair of Hollywood newlyweds with the fol- 
lowing caption: 

VERA-ELLEN, POPULAR MUSICAL STAR, ON 

HONEYMOON WITH PAT NERNEY, STOPS 

BRIEFLY IN GANDER. 

Bet it wasn’t brief enough for Jane Powell! 

Girls, if you have any hope of becoming 
Mrs. Liberace (and apparently a lot of 
women would like to) don’t ever write a 
series of articles about the piano-playing 


‘idol! 


Joanne Rio did—and it was a fatal error. 
Lee was dating her and seemed to like her 
better than any girl he had yet met. They 
were seen everywhere together and some 
gossips predicted the romance might lead 
to matrimony. Then, Lee left town—and 
Joanne gave out that interview telling what 
it was like to date him and to kiss him! 

Wowie! That did it! 

I ran into Lee at a party soon after he 
returned to Hollywood. Always the gentle- 
man, he didn't mention Joanne’s name. But 
he said with a good deal of force: 

“Before I get married, I want to be the 
aggressor and do the courting myself—in 
private!” He emphasized that last word. 

I really stepped on the loud pedal when 
I asked, out of the blue, “Have you seen 
Joanne Rio lately?” 

The look he gave me spoke volumes— 
but what he said was, “I’ve been very busy 
lately with my concerts and recordings and 
reading the script of my first picture which 
I'll make for Warners. I'm really quite, 
quite busy.” 

And that was that. 


PETER LAWFORD RECEIVED THE 
NEWS over the long distance telephone 
that he would be a father in April! No, it 
wasn't the stork on the other end of the line! 

It was his wife Pat calling from New 
York where she had gone to visit her par- 
ents, former Ambassador Joseph Kennedy 
and Mrs. Kennedy. 

Pat had reason to believe a little stranger 
might be on the way before she left Pete in 
Californid—but she didn’t get the official 
word until she visited the Kennedy family 
doctor in New York. 

The happy Lawfords celebrated by taking 
a trip to Honolulu when Pat returned. 

News of a different nature reached an- 
other Hollywood man via telephone this 


month. I mean Dr. Lew Morrill who didn't. 


know (until I telephoned to get a statement 
from him) that his wife, Rhonda Fleming, is 
divorcing him in Switzerland. 

Lew was plenty unhappy when I reached 


"I didn't know a thing about this,” he 
said. “When I left Rhonda in Italy every- 
thing was fine between(Continued on page 16) 


Pier Angeli said 
“I do” to Vic 


Damone... 


and everybody cried 


Sxcent the bride. What 
a beautiful wedding 
Pier had . . . and what 
a stunning bride she 
was in white lace with 


S 
appliquéd pearls. 


Mitzi Gaynor 
and Jack Bean 


were married... 


and the ceremony was 
done twice because Mitzi 
didn’t give Jack his 

ring the first time. Her 
friends gave Mitzi a 
wonderful shower shortly 


before the wedding. 


‘T’m so happy, hon,” said Debbie. Reyn- 


olds—who taught Pier her first slang! 


Jack Benny wished them success, too; he 
has a great deal of real affection for Pier. 


M ala Powers and Yvonne Ruby were the 
hostesses; the shower was at Mala’s house. 


Later, when she spotted Jack at the door, 
Mitzi simply bubbled over with happiness. 


Then came Ann Blyth. I hope Pier and 
Vic are as happy as Ann and her Dr. Jim. 


Their wedding cake was huge, decorated 
with roses, doves and musical notes! 


“Pm thrilled!” Mitzi kept saying. She re- 
ceived stocking bags, towels, everything! 


‘ ees <2. 


Anne Francis and Mala were especially 
pleased that no one had warned Mitzi. 


Dean Martin, one of the ushers, kissed 
not only the bride but the groom as well! 


4 
Marisa Pavan, Pier’s sister, was maid-of- 


honor and Bo Roos, Jr., was best man. 


Mitzi and Jack had taken out their license 
in Santa Monica just the day before this. 


Finally Jack took her home. A few days 
later they were married in San Francisco. 


It was a breathless moment of sheer 
spiritual beauty when Pier carried her 
bridal bouquet of lilies of the valley and 
white satin ribbons to the niche of Our Lady, 
and kneeling, left the flowers at the foot of 
the shrine. 

Her MGM boss, that sentimental Irishman 
Eddie Mannix, had tears in his eyes when 
he walked down the aisle with Pier. But her 
eyes were shining as she looked only at 
Vic, waiting for her at the altar rail. 

Marisa Pavan, sister of Pier and maid-of- 
honor, seemed to me to be still breathless 
from her rush back from location at Key 
West. The wedding was a Wednesday and 
Marisa got back to Hollywood Monday night. 

To her bridesmaids, Taina Elg, Elaine and 
Sandra Farinola (Vic's sisters) and Lupita 
Kohner, the bride gave charming gold brace- 
lets. Vic gave his ushers, Joe Pasternak, Tony 
Martin, Dean Martin and Robert Sterling 
and his best man, Bo Roos, Jr., the most 
stunning cuff links—gold squares set with 
star sapphires. 

Six hundred guests filled St. Timothy's 
Church in West Los Angeles and witnessed 
the beautiful double-ring ceremony. Two 
hundred and fifty were invited to the wed- 
ding breakfast at the Bel Air Hotel. 

Among the happy faces at both events, 
I saw bride-to-be Debbie Reynolds and 
lovely Mrs. James McNulty, who must have 
been thinking of her own lovely wedding 
when she was Ann Blyth—her smile was so 
sweet. 


Before Mitzi Gaynor married Jack Bean, 
Mala Powers and Yvonne Ruby gave her a 
lovely bridal shower at Mala’s house. Both 
Mitzi and Yvonne were pupils of Mala’s 
mother, the dramatics coach. 

Incidentally, all three of the newlywed 
couples—Mitzi and Jack, Pier Angeli and Vic 
Damone, Vera-Ellen and Victor Rothschild— 
got their licenses on the same day—Novem- 
ber 17—in Santa Monica. 

Certainly Mitzi and Jack had the most un- 
usual wedding! The judge had just finished 
the marriage ceremony at the home of the 
William Frenches in San Francisco, and 
stood beaming at the young couple. 

But, instead of turning to her bridegroom 
for the traditional kiss, Mitzi stood staring at 
the judge. i 

“What's the matter?” the jurist whispered, 
leaning toward Mitzi. 

She gulped and extended her hand. In it 
was a gold wedding band. 

“I guess you didn't know I had a ring 
for Jack, too,” she said nervously. “I didn’t 
get a chance to put it on!” 

The judge could barely keep his face 
straight, but he made a gallant effort. 

“All right, Mitzi,” he chuckled. “We'll do 
the ceremony all over again.” 

And that’s how it happened that the 
sprightly Miss Gaynor and her public re- 


Jations bridegroom went through two mar- 
‘riage ceremonies before they were pro- 


nounced man and wife. 
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the letter box 


ERMA MCCULLUM, IDAHO 
FALLS, is heartsick about the Ed- 
mund Purdoms: “He has been my 
favorite actor ever since I saw 
The Egyptian. I was so thrilled 
about the way he and his won- 
derful wife Tita had struggled 
through so much together before 
sudden fame came to him. Better 
they were back in that one room 
over a garage, and together, than 
for him to be famous and adrift 
from his family.” You're so right, 
Erma. 

EVELYN WISTER, DETROIT, 
writes: “Stars who do not have 
sufficient appreciation to answer 
their fan mail shouldn’t have 
fans.” Let me tell you the truth 
about answering fan mail, Evelyn. 
If stars attempted to answer every 
letter written to them they would 
have time for nothing else. What 
happens is, in most cases, their 
secretaries read the mail, answer 
most of it, with the exception of 
letters which are so outstanding 
they are brought to the players’ 
attention. These they Chen an- 
swer themselves. 

MRS. R. S. GETCHELL, FORT 
BRAGG, N. C., believes, “There 
should be a big reward for any- 
one who can produce a photo- 
graph of Marilyn Monroe, with 
her mouth closed!” No comment. 

From OSAKA, JAPAN, AKIKO 
NAKASU writes that The Letter 


Box is her favorite department be- - 


cause, “It expresses so many for- 
eign views from fans of which I 
am one. Be pleased to know that 
Rhapsody is the biggest hit of the 
year in Japan and was much ap- 
plauded. I shall never forget good 
music and fine Elizabeth Taylor. 
Also like Audrey Hepburn. With 
her, what's new?” Audrey's a 
bride, Akiko. That's the latest in 
her private life and Sabrina is 
her latest picture. as 

DAISY MCDERMOTT, FORT 
WORTH, TEXAS, nominates Roy 
Rogers and Dale Evans as the 
“outstanding Hollywood couple of 
the year. These fine people have 
won the admiration of the world 
by opening their home and giving 
so much love and devotion’ to 
adopted children.” I second every- 
thing you say, Daisy. 


The most absurd publicity 


released a photograph of 
Marilyn Monroe dancing with 
Clark Gable and captioned tt : 


party and invited Marilyn 


with him, the one and only 


stunt of the month: 
the wire service which 


THE NEW, BIG ROMANCE OF 
HOLLYWwoop. Clark was 
‘seated at her table at a 


to twirl around the floor 


meeting they ever had. 


us. I can hardly believe this is true—or that 
she didn’t tell me herself.” 


I NOMINATE FOR STARDOM: Pier 
Angeli (Mrs. Vic Damone) who never has 
looked so beautiful in her career as she 
does in color in The Silver Chalice and who 
never has performed with such maturity. 

Now, if Pier had been married to Vic at 
the time she made the Warmer picture, it 
might be thought that love and marriage 
had made the big change in her. 

She was in love, all right, but with James 
Dean, the brilliant young actor from Broad- 
way who was on the same lot starring in 
East Of Eden. 

Cupid plays some strange tricks when 
one is. twenty-one—and Eros never played 
a more startlingly sudden one than when 
the Italian beauty was dating Dean up un- 
til two weeks before she announced her en- 
gagement to popular singer Vic Damone! 

Less than a year ago, everyone thought 
the Latin charmer with the enormous black 
eyes might become Mrs. Kirk Douglas. 

Despite all these romances in her young 
life, no girl in Hollywood has been more 
carefully chaperoned than Pier whose 
mother, Signora Pierangeli (Pier’s real name 
is Anna Pierangeli) seldom let her out of 
her sight until Vic came along. 

Mama is very happy about Vic. She nods 
her head happily when she says, “They 
are both good Italians, good Catholics and 
good children.” : 

And I predict that the newly matured 
Pier will soon be one of our best young 
actresses. 


HAVE YOU EVER WONDERED what 
the conversation might be if you ever had the 
chance to indulge in a little informal chat 
with Royalty? No matter what your imag- 
inings might be, I'm sure it couldn't be more 
unusual than my chat with His Royal High- 
ness Prince Axel of Denmark at the dinner 
honoring the charming visitor at the Statler 


Hotel. The Prince had flown over on the initial 
flight of the Scandinavian Airlines over the 
North Pole and naturally his arrival was — 
quite an event, 

I might add, it turned into quite an event 
for me. I had no more than been presented 
to the handsome Prince than I was nearly 
rocked back on my heels. He said, smiling 
cordially: _ 

“How old do you think I am?” 

Now, I ask you—what would. you an- 
swer? : 

I gulped and said, “Thirty-five?” 

“Wrong, he replied. “I'm sixty-five.” 

If a Prince could ask such a question I 
decided I could, too. “How old do you 
think I am?” I asked. : 

“Qh, you—you're just a baby,” answered 
His Majesty. ““A man who can say that to ~ 
a woman my age is wonderful in my book, 
whether he is prince or peasant,” I man- 
aged. Is this your idea of a small chat with 
a Prince? 


PERSONAL OPINIONS Unless some- 
body stops Debra Paget from performing that 
vulgar dance of hers in nightclubs (1 saw 
it when she was part of the stage show at 
the San Francisco premiére of Désirée) she’s 
going to ruin her career. It's nonsense for her 
to think she has to cavort in such a manner to 
attract attention—all bad, I might add. 

Without a doubt, the happiest man in’ 
Hollywood is Robert Taylor, who becomes a 
father for the first time next spring when he 
and Ursula Thiess welcome the stork. Says 
Bob, “I'll be a perfect idiot over the baby.” 

I'm still wondering why Eleanor Parker 
denied right up to the last minute that she 
was marrying artist Paul Clemens—and then 
married him on Thanksgiving Day. 

Susan Hayward never looked so cute in her 
life as she did with the short-hair wig she 
tried on before consenting to have her own 
shoulder-length tresses cut for A Soldier Of 
Fortune. 

THAT'S ALL FOR NOW. SEE YOU NEXT MONTH 


cleansing, to remove every trace of cream and 
_ grime. Pat it on; it helps reduce the look of 
large pores. 8 oz. bottle, only $1. 


How you can quick-cleanse, lubricate, make up 


...all with Tussy’s golden All-Purpose Cream 


Now, with one wonderful new cream 
... you have a lubricating night cream, a 
deep-action cleansing cream, AND a rich 
foundation cream. 

Follow the arrows for quick, deep 
cleansing. Stroke Tussy All-Purpose 
Cream from throat to forehead, always 
moving up and out. 

Circle it gently around your eyes. 

It cleanses better than any soap; bet- 
ter than many a cream! Why? Because it 
actually gets down under “Make-up Clog” 
and dirt, and clears them out! 

As a foundation base for make-up, 
you just dab a mere dot of Tussy All-Pur- 
pose Cream on forehead, nose, cheeks, 
chin and neck. Blend it into your skin. A 
special Tussy moisturizing ingredient in 
the cream, helps give your skin a flower- 
like beauty all day long. 

At bedtime, use it freely to soften skin 
through the night. Tussy gives you so much 
more...6 full ounces for only $l. 
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PERIODIC PAIN 


Menstruation is natural and 
necessary but menstrual suffer- 
ing is not. Just take a Midol 
tablet, Mary, and go your way 
in comfort. Midol brings faster 
relief from menstrual pain—it 
relieves cramps, eases head- 
ache and chases the ‘‘blues.”’ 


“WHAT WOMEN WANT TO KNOW” 
a 24 page book explaining menstruation 
is y ours, FREE. Write Dep't F-25, Box 280, 
New York 18, N. Y. (Sent in plain wrapper). 


All Drugstores 
have Midol 


FALSE START 


Pity poor Miss Allyson, 


all dressed up with nowhere to go— 


and all those people giggling! 


@ June Allyson can paint some of 
her most heartbreaking experiences 
with the lightest of brushes, and she 
does it so artfully that the worst of 
them become hilariously funny in 
the telling. 

One of the most embarrassing mo- 
ments she ever lived through was her 
first night on the Broadway stage. 
The beginning of her career was 
the result of the dare of one of her 
classmates. A devoted fan of Astaire 
and Rogers, June had boasted that 
she could dance as well as they, and 
one plump-faced adolescent finally 
revolted. “Yah!” she said. “If you’re 
so good, go get a job on the stage!” 
So June had gone to an audition 
where she was hardly visible among 
the tall, willowy veterans of the cho- 
rus line. For some reason beyond 
her ken, she was hired to fill in. The 
show was Sing Out The News, and 
for long weeks June rehearsed, or 
perhaps we should say “trained” with 
the chorus, for she had had only two 
dancing lessons in her life. The fam- 
ily was excited, of course. No less 
hysterical than June, her mother 
scraped the sugar bowl to buy a seat 
for herself (front balcony). In addi- 
tion, she badgered all their friends 
into being present on the magic night 
when June made her Broadway debut. 

It was bad enough, being opening 
night. The jitters were prevalent 
backstage. June stood in a corner, 
going over the routine in her mind 
and hearing, as if from a distance, 
the persistent knocking of her knees. 
When the curtain went up the chorus 
line bounced front and center and 
began the intricate drill that opened 
the show. Once she got used to the 
lights, June happily realized the 
dance had been going on for two full 


minutes and she was not only still 
upright, but was actually in step. 

Then the music crescendoed for 
the finish. The line came together in 
the middle of the stage, advanced, 
then retreated. All but June. Missing 
her cue, she danced forward. And the 
curtain came down behind her. The 
dumbfounded orchestra leader sig- 
naled his men to begin the music 
again, and June desperately summed 
up her situation. It meant a solo— 
that much was certain—but it had to 
be a solo that would get her off the 
accursed stage. She cast a frantic 
look behind her and confirmed the 
suspicion that the separation in the 
curtain was invisible. She couldn’t 
back off, so she figured a trip to the 
left might do it. The buck-and-wing 
was the only step she had really 
mastered, so hopefully she bucked 
and winged to the left. The curtain 
was the foremost one of the stage, 
and she couldn’t get through. So she 
bucked and winged all the way to the 
right and found herself in the same 
predicament. 

Out front, the audience at first was 
hushed. Then as it began to realize 
something was wrong, a few titters 
turned into a roar. June’s mother, 
surrounded by her friends in the bal- 
cony, was the shade of an overripe 
plum. And June, bucking and wing- 
ing like a mighty mite, finally backed 
eratefully through the curtain as it 
mercifully parted to swallow her. 

Why she wasn’t fired then and 
there, no one will ever know. Per- 
haps the director suspected that this 
diminutive bit of comedy relief had 
the makings of a star. 
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| by the way, 


Sid Caesar’s new wife... 


Sid Caesar has known for months that he 
might use Nanette Fabray on his show every 
week. He didn’t tell anyone—even denied it 
vehemently—because he didn’t want anyone 
to say that Nanette wasn’t as good as Imogene 
Coca. He figured if he waited for a while be- 
fore he had another “wife” on the show that 
people might forget just a little how wonder- 
ful Imogene used to be in the part. They say, 
that Sid makes a lot of decisions 
on the advice of his psychiatrist. The doctor 
doesn’t sit down and plan the shows with Sid, 
of course, but it was apparently he who en- 
couraged Sid to produce his own program. 
Here’s hoping that what’s good for the psyche 
is good for the ratings! . . . Nanette is thrilled 
with her new job. She hasn’t had a good part 
on Broadway for too long. The little pert- 
nosed redhead is still seen around with her 
ex-husband, who now works for Max Lieb- 
man, who used to be Sid’s boss! . . . Sheldon 
Reynolds, who produces Foreign Intrigue in 
Europe, is just as glamorous-looking as any of 
the actors who play in it. Really more so. He’s 
kind of a cross between Frank Sinatra and 
Louis Jourdan! Beat that! ... Mike Wallace 
is doing very well playing the romantic lead in 
Reclining Figure, the play that Arlene Fran- 
cis’s husband, Martin Gabel, produced. You 
should have seen Mike’s wife, Buffie Cobb, 
opening night. She sat in the front row and 
never took her eyes off Mike when he was on 
stage. Steve Allen was oifered the part, you 
know, but Steve is much too busy these days 
to do anything extra. He has been asked to go 
back on What’s My Line? but he won’t even 
do that. It takes hardly any time at all, but 
Steve figures he can’t spare even another two 
or three hours a week away from home. His 
advisers also figure he doesn’t need What’s My 
Line? any more. When he was on it before, it 
was his only network show. Now that he’s on 
the network so often, he can do without the 
panel. He doesn’t need the money. That’s for 
sure! People who didn’t see him in his one 
stage appearance two years ago (there aren’t 
many who did; it lasted only three or four 
nights!) don’t realize that Steve is one of the 
better yeung actors around these days .. . 


Eva Marie Saint of Waterfront and her hus- 
band, Jeffrey Hayden, came to a gala preem. 


TV TALK 


Steve Allen acts, 


too ... the latest word on Arthur Godfrey 


You’d hardly recognize Georgeanne Johnson 
in Reclining Figure. Her part is not at all like 
her Marge Weskit on Mr. Peepers .. . Now 
it’s Besty Palmer whose acting style is remi- 
niscent of Kim Stanley's—that same smacking 
of the lips. Notice it next time . . . Speaking of 
Kim Stanley, she is not at all at ease when she 
has to appear on an ad-lib television show. 
Kim needs a script. The critics said that she 
didn’t get enough of one in Traveling Lady, 
the Horton Foote play that made her a star 
before its early closing. But Horton can still 
go to other authors’ plays and enjoy them. 
Many writers who’ve been panned are likely 
to sulk. Not Horton. He is convinced that he. 
too, will write a hit. In the meantime, he and 
his family are living quite well on his television 
money ... They say that Jayne Meadows, 
being older than Audrey, has a lot of influ- 
ence over her little sister. Yet Audrey’s career 
is in much better shape than Jayne’s. When 
Jayne recently did get a chance to do some- 
thing besides panel-sitting on I’ve Got A Se- 
cret, she muffed it. She was well into rehearsals 
for a play that might have revived her career, 
but then she got sick. It wasn’t pneumonia 
as the newspapers said, however; it was 
mostly disappointment that her part wasn't 
bigger. Yet Jayne, who made her acting start 
on Broadway, is dying to do more than guess 
secrets . . . People who have met Steve Allen 
and Jayne Meadows and the Meadows’ par- 
ents say that the girls’ father, a minister, is 
very much like Steve—really quiet. Their 
mother, on the other hand, is very chatty, just 
like Jayne . . . The latest rumor on Arthur 
Godfrey is that CBS doesn’t much care if he 
quits. At one time they would almost have 
gone bankrupt if he had left. But now that 
the sponsors are screaming to get on the air, 
CBS figures it could easily sell his time .. . 
Lee Grant has been taking intensive speech 
lessons so that she can lose her New York 
accent and get to play more parts. Expect to 
see her more and more . . . Don’t let Person 
To Person .fool you. Usually, days before the 
show, Ed Murrow has lunch with the people 
who are going to be interviewed—those who 
live in and near New York anyway. He and an 


Martha Raye and Ed Begley prefer Connecti- 
cut living, rarely tog out for formal appearances. 
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assistant interview them and get a pretty good 
idea of the questions and answers that will be 
on the show. They always eat at a swank res- 
taurant just a half block from CBS at Ed’s 
favorite table. He doesn’t eat much. Ed never 
has been interested in food, and he doesn’t 
even seem to notice what he has on his plate 


... Mary Livingstone Benny really is afraid | 


of live television, but not so much because she 
doesn’t think she can act. She’s more afraid of 
how she looks. The funny part is that she looks 
wonderful. And she’s almost as old as her 
“thirty-nine-year-old” husband! . . . No one 
who saw Peter Lawford on Steve Allen’s 
show last year was at all surprised when he 
turned out to be one of the hits of the season 
on Dear Phoebe. Peter may not always have 
had luck with his parts in MGM movies, but 
he did a sketch with Steve that proved he was 
a very talented comedian. Here’s betting his 
movie career starts all over again... Frank 
Sinatra isn’t the happy-go-lucky character he 
seems to be. He is carving out his newly- 
rejuvenated career very carefully. He is deter- 
mined to do all sorts of different roles, one 
after another, and to make variety the spice of 
his professional life. He wants to play a part 
in the movie version of Foreign Intrigue, and 
if Sheldon Reynolds can manage to write one 
in for him, he will . . . Another girl who can’t 
just get up and sing impromptu in front of a 
‘television camera is Dorothy Dandridge. She 


must have her own accompanist, special set- 


ting, and lots of rehearsal. If not, she just 
doesn’t perform with that impact you see in 
Carmen Jones ... You know the favorite tele- 
vision star of lots of Hollywood stars? Dr. 
Frank Baxter, the erudite scholar on CBS 
Sunday afternoons. They call him up and write 
him letters—and even ask for his advice on 
their acting! And he’s just like a kid about it 
—Jjust as thrilled as you or I would be if the 
phone rang and a movie star were on the 
other end . . . It’s funny what television cam- 
eras do to girls’ figures. Pat Marshall, who 
sings on Tonight on Edye Gorme's days off, 
looks like an ordinary-sized girl but she could 
compete with Jane Russell—and maybe win! 
. . . Don’t believe all those silly rumors that 
Ed Murrow is going to pack up and go over 
to NBC. He has no intention of leaving CBS. 
See Ili Now and Person To Person will con- 
tinue at their old stands, and, what’s more, Ed 
will do a show for children. He is one of the 
most devoted fathers anywhere, and his inter- 
est in his son Casey’s upbringing makes him 
a natural for a kids’ show. 


Milton Berle and his wife, Ruth Cosgrove, en- 
_ joyed being interviewed by George Jessel. 
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Rate Yourself 


on this true or false 
quiz about internal sanitary 


Picture of the Month: ATHENA 
protection i 


w There’s a place near Hollywood called Muscle Beach where young men stand in || 
the sun all day flexing biceps. In Hollywood is every kind of cult and vegetable 
juice known to man. MGM has dipped into all this and come up with a gay Techni- 
color musical about wacky people. Jane Powell (Athena) has six sisters with names 
| like Minerva (Debbie Reynolds), Niobe, Calliope, etc. And she has a grandpa 


True False 

1. Tampax is based on the [{ | [ | 

well-known principle of 
internal absorption. 


2. Tampax was invented by a el 
doctor. 

3. Tampax can be worn by [| [| 
any normal woman. 

4. Though only 1/9 the size fl 
of an external pad, Tampax 
is as absorbent. 

5. User's hands need never 
touch the Tampax. 

6. When properly worn, Tam- [_| 

LJ 


pax cannot be felt. 

7. Tampax prevents odor 
from forming by prevent- 
ing exposure to the air. 

8. Tampax can be worn in [_| 
shower or tub. 

9. Both the applicator and 
the Tampax itself are easily 
disposed. 

10. Regular, Super and Junior [| [] 
Tampax refer to differences 
in absorbency rather than 
in size. 


11. Millions of women have 


(Louis Calhern) who builds Bodies out of even the most depressing raw material. | 
He himself is seventy-eight but can still flip in the air like a pancake. And she has a 
grandma (Evelyn Varden) who is given to trances on the lawn which result in 
messages from friendly constellations. They (Jane and family) live in the hills, but 
down below in unsuspecting smog are lawyer Edmund Purdom and tv singer Vic 
Damone. Edmund is a very stuffy fellow engaged to Linda Christian. Jane assures | 
him that that marriage isn’t in the stars. In no time he has lost all hope for a normal, 
miserable existence. (At one stage in his bewilderment he finds himself being tele- 
vised with Mr. Universe.) Vic Damone takes a little easier to Jane’s family. Especially 
to Debbie. To win her he just has to part with flabby muscles and give up meat. 
It’s very light and fantastic and funny, and of course the songs are cute and catchy 
and the production numbers lots of fun. 
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12. 
13. 
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is. 


Answer: All of the above statements are 
true. Tampax Incorporated, Palmer, Mass. 


used billions of Tampax. 
Tampax is over 20 years old. 
Tampax is sold in over 70 
countries outside America. 
Tampax is sold at both drug 
and notion counters. 

A month’s supply of Tam- 
pax can be carried in the 
purse. 
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THE FAR COUNTRY I liked this western—probably 
because it’s a northwestern having to do with gold. 
This fellow James Stewart cares for no man except 
old Walter Brennan. They’re headed for Skagway to 
trade a load of cattle for a ranch in Wyoming. But 
Stewart is wanted for murder and in Skagway he 
upsets a hanging, giving John McIntyre, who runs 
Skagway, a chance to confiscate the cattle. This leayes 
Stewart even more bitter and defiant. Ruth Roman, 
tough as nails but 7ich, hires him to take her up to 
Dawson where she’ll build a gambling house and cor- 
rupt the population, which is busy gathering gold. Peo- 
ple up there are happy until Ruth arrives and 
McIntyre arrives—then there’s murder all over the 
place with Stewart lifting not a finger to defend the 
oppressed. But a young girl (Corinne Calvet) has been 
working on his conscience and you can tell he always 
had a heart. It was just iced over. Technicolor—U.I. 


SIGN OF THE PAGAN Fifteen hundred years ago }j i 
there was Attila the Hun, a ferocious Mongol con- 
queror who swept across Europe and sat under the 

gates of Rome wondering whether he dared to go in. ! 
Not that he was afraid of any living man. He was \i 
terrified only of the Christian God. Jack Palance 
plays Attila and he’s the epitome of a bloodcurdling 
barbarian who is still oddly moving and human. Jeff 
Chandler is the one Roman who doesn’t rattle in his 
armor before him, and Rita Gam is Attila’s wildcat | 
daughter who eventually defies him. Eduard Franz, 
Attila’s soothsayer, keeps muttering doom into his 
ear and finally scares the daylights out of him. It’s 
a big, spectacular film (in CinemaScope) with a new 
slant on the far-reaching effect of early Christianity. || 
Everybody is wrapped in furs and horns and super- jj 
stition. And it’s fun to see a movie about a relatively 

untapped era. With Tudmilla Tcherina —U 1. 


4 


; 


fe ie oe al 
DESIREE The trouble is, Marlon Brando ‘looks like 
Napoleon and acts like Napoleon but you never get 
the feeling he is Napoleon. Maybe because it isn’t 
Napoleon’s story after all. It’s Jean Simmons’ story. 
She’s Désirée, daughter of a well-to-do silk mer- 
chant (now dead). Désirée fell for Nap when he 
was just a general and was jilted by him when he 
met Josephine (Merle Oberon), a worldly, influential 
lady. Well, if Napoleon won’t have Désirée, General 
Bernadotte (Michael Rennie) will. And there’s noth- 
ing wrong with him. He becomes King of Sweden. Na- 
poleon starts conquering the world but never once 
does he forget Désirée or stop wanting her. Out of 
focus as it may be, the movie is still vastly entertain- 
ing. The acting is fine, the sets and costumes are ex- 
tremely expensive and you’re given a boudoir view of 
some very important people. With Cameron Mitchell, 
Elizabeth Sellars. CinemaScope—20th- Fox 


Z Woe 
THE VIOLENT MAN Edward G. Robinson is back 
and he can still scare me. Only this time he’s 
crippled and with all his bluster is obviously not in 
control of the situation. Wife Barbara Stanwyck is 
in control. And she wants him to make her a present 
of the whole valley. He’s trying, and with his sadistic 
henchmen riding wild there isn’t a rancher who 
doesn’t sell out dirt cheap—or die protesting. Even 
Glenn Ford wants to sell. He’s no coward; his fiancée 
May Wynn is pushing him to go east. You can push a 
man like Glenn too far—which is exactly what Robin- 
son and May do, in different ways. So Glenn sets 
about restoring a little dignity and equality in that 
valley. Robinson’s daughter (Diane Foster) sees 


through Mom, realizes she’s carrying on with her 
brother-in-law (Brian Keith) who’s running the ranch. 
But Stanwyck is capable of more than that. She’s 
eapable of murder. CinemaScope—Col. 


beautiful (but smoldering underneath) and Stewart 
Granger is reckless, irresistible. Throw them together 
—fireworks! He’s a kind of adventurer, looking for 
emeralds in a South American mine not far from 
Grace’s coffee plantation. Money’s scarce in both 
places so Grace resents it when her brother John 
Ericson throws his last sow into Granger’s risky 
project. Also, Granger lures away all of her planta- 
tion workers, and with his fancy blasting sends the 
river coursing into her yard. Paul Douglas, Granger’s 
buddy, gets fed up with being same. He’s sweet on 
Grace, too—and begs her to let him dynamite Gran- 
ger’s mountain so that the river will run in a whole 
different direction. It’s at this point that Granger 
finds emeralds. Well, the mountain’s all set to blow— 
will Grace go through with it, will Granger let her, or 
does he care for emeralds more? Technicolor—MGM 


THE LAST TIME | SAW PARIS If there was ever 
a dream of a writer his name was F. Scott Fitzgerald 
and here’s one of his stories—almost unrecognizable 
but still terribly romantic and touching. It’s about 
a struggling writer (Van Johnson) and his beauti- 
ful, undisciplined, vivacious wife (Elizabeth Taylor) 
who loved in Paris with the spirit of the Twenties, 
although unfortunately, it’s the Fifties. Johnson loses 
faith in himself, starts drinking heavily and playing 
around with divorcée Eva Gabor. Elizabeth becomes 
suddenly serious, wants to go home. They have a little 
daughter (Sandy Descher) whom both adore. One 
night, a pie-eyed Johnson locks Elizabeth out and 
she catches pneumonia. Her sister (Donna Reed), who 
once loved Johnson, takes care of the girl. When he 
comes to claim her a couple of years later, Donna is 
too bitter to turn her over. I cried all the way through. 
With Walter Pidgeon. Technicolor—MGM 
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TRACK OF THE CAT Sometimes a movie gets so 
symbolic you wonder what it’s about. Track Of The 
Cat looks awful pretty—the color’s vivid, the pho- 
tography’s artistic, the scenes fall into dramatic 
tableaus. But what goes? Here’s this big brother 
Bob Mitchum out hunting a mountain lion (his other 
brother was killed trying) that’s been bothering cattle 
on his ranch. And on the ranch are the weirdest peo- 
ple I’ve ever seen. A hundred-year-old Indian giving 
everyone the creeps; a selfish, domineering mother 
(Beulah Bondi); a hard-drinking father (Philip 
Tonge) who rants in his cups; an old maid sister 
(Teresa Wright) getting more and more bitter; a 
younger, unassertive brother (Tab Hunter) planning 
to marry Diana Lynn who is silly enough to hang 
around. Everybody talks, but not really to each other. 
And Mitchum is out there in the snow hunting, hunt- 
ing. Why, I ask you, why? CinemaScope—Warners 


gone “round the bend’ (that means loco) in his 
associates’ opinion. Reason is his bride was killed 
right before his eyes in a London air raid. Now he’s 
an RAF pilot in Burma and since he has nothing to 
live for he takes his crew through hell trying to get 
himself bumped off. This is pretty wearing on every- 
one. Finally, unit doctor Bernard Lee introduces him 
to a beautiful Burmese girl (Win Min Than) who 
works with missionary Brenda De Banzie. One-two- 
three and Peck’s back from around that bend. But 
next flight out his plane crashes into enemy territory. 
His navigator’s legs are burned, his passenger is so 
sure he’s finished he shoots himself and there is 
Gregory. Trapped, you say? Now that he has some- 
thing to live for you couldn’t kill him with a bomb! 
So unreal and romantic I loved every minute. Techni- 
color—U.A. MORE—> 
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Smoothest eye-crayon 
in the whole world 

—and the easiest / 
to use—it’s a joy! 


It’s: the only 
eye-crayon 
that’s spring- 
locked — can't 
fall out! 


Never needs sharp- 
ening. Crayon pro- 
pels and retracts! 
Always ready to 
make your eyes 

far lovelier—in a 
minute’s time! 


| : 
EYEBROW AND EYE LINER 


PENCIL 
Velvet Black, Dark Brown, ¢ 


Light Brown or Auburn.. 
Elegant turquoise and gold case! 


TWIN-REFILLS, 39¢ 


ke Winter Vacations 
ona Budget? 


“Yes!” 


—says a New 
York secretary, ‘‘when 
you take them by Grey- 
hound! I’m ona 13-day 
Greyhound - planned 
Florida vacation, which 
costs about $120.00 
and includes transpor- 
tation, hotel accommo- 
dations, sightseeing.’’ 


“Surely!” 


—says Chicago 
model on Arizona vaca- 
tion. ‘‘Greyhound puts 
together special winter 
‘package vacations’ 
that a girl can afford 
—and thoroughly enjoy 
without the slightest 
danger of running short 
of fun or funds!” 


“| do!” 


—says Pittsburgh 
sales gal, at Pocono 
ski resort. ‘‘I take win- 
ter weekend trips often 
by Greyhound — some- 
times alone, sometimes 
on a charter bus trip 
with the whole gang! 
You’d never believe 
how little it costs to 
charter a Greyhound.” 


os ae 1 
P.S.—Here’s How They Do It: Grey- 
hound Expense-Paid Tours, for individ- 
uals or groups, are complete vacation 
trips or “winter weekends’— which in- 
clude transportation, hotels, and special 
sightseeing or entertainment. 
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FREE! PLEASURE MAP OF U. S.—WITH TOUR DETAILS 
el to Greyhound Tour Dept., 71 W. Lake St., 


City St te veer ee cee Meee et Se mean nbc tea 
Send me special information on a tour to: 
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CREST OF THE WAVE The British Navy is hard at 
work on a littie island off Scotland. That is, they 
were hard at work perfecting an underwater missile 
when the perfecter himself exploded testing the 
tricky thing. American scientist Gene Kelly arrives 
with helpmates Jeff Richards and Fred Wayne. 
These two bunk with a crew of British seamen and 
have their own little dramas involving international 
amity, plain amity and the meaning of heroism. 
Kelly’s British assistant, John Justin, resents him. 
He figures the missile was just about perfect and 
now Kelly is going to walk away with all the glory. 
Kelly is more anxious to walk away alive which is 
why he displays such thoroughness and starts his 
experiments from scratch. Even so, the first trial 
run ends in disaster. Looks like the jig is up until 
Justin gets an inspiration and everybody feels broth- 
erly love. With Bernard Lee, Sidney James—MGM 


"SO THIS IS PARIS" If this is Paris, I’m Helen 
of Troy, but I'll go along with a gag. Sailors Tony 
Curtis, Gene Nelson and Paul Gilbert looking for ro- 
mance find Gloria De Haven, Corinne Calvet and 
Mara Corday. Not all at once, but the idea’s the 
same. Tony thinks Gloria is a sophisticated French 
singer since she’s singing in a French cafe. Turns 
out she’s a Jackson Heights, New York, American 
with five kids. This gives Tony pause, till he’s as- 
sured they’re orphans. He likes Gloria but Corinne 
Calvet, who is loaded with French money, flips for 
him. Gloria is furious; Gene Nelson is jealous (Cor- 
inne was. his discovery) and the guy who has been 
paying for the orphans dies. Tony arranges a big 
charity bazaar at Corinne’s place when Corinne isn’t 
home. Because if Corinne were home she would call 
the police. But she does come home. Fate, you know. 
Plenty of songs and dances. Technicolor—U.I. 


eo 4 : ed & 
DRUMBEAT All of a sudden Alan Ladd, who has shot 
more Indians than anyone, is appointed Peace Com- 
missioner by President Grant. He’s got to talk sense 
to those scalp-happy Modocs who are piling up tro- 
phies along the California-Oregon border. Ladd will 
talk but Captain Jack (Charles Bronson) won’t lis- 
ten. Me big man, he grunts, thumping his chest. All 
the Modocs aren’t naughty. Marisa Pavan and her 
brother Tony Caruso are reservation types. They ride 
with Ladd into hostile Modoc territory, eyes peering 
at them from every rock and root. Ladd talks to 
Bronson. No soap. Next thing you know there’s a 
massacre. Ladd is itching to pull that trigger because 
the Army can’t fight Indians worth a dime. Finally 
Ladd, a general (Warner Anderson) and some other 
earnest characters arrange a peace parley. Disaster. 
Go get him, boy, the President tells Ladd and Ladd 
nabs that monster Modoc in no time. With Audrey 
Dalton. CinemaScope— Warners 


THE BLACK KNIGHT From Castles Usk to Yoenil to 
Camelot; from dungeon to tower to Patricia Medina 
runs Alan Ladd. And who is there to'stop him? Well, 
there are some crazy knights. Ontzlake, for one. Wait 
a minute! Ontzlake is his only friend. Ontzlake 
(Andre Morell) gives him a horse; King Arthur 
(Anthony Bushell) gives him leave and Ladd gets 
ready to avenge the burning of his master’s castle. 
(Patricia is master’s daughter.) Okay. So King 
Arthur is having his own troubles. Sir Palamides, his 
Saracens dressed like Vikings, and King Mark want 
to overthrow him and Christianity. Not that Arthur 
believes it. He tosses Alan into a dungeon, thinks he’s 
the traitor. Wait till you see all those pagans whoop- 
ing it up at the Druid’s Temple with poor old Pat 
writhing on the Sacrificial Stone. Wait till you see 
those Saracens storming Camelot. Guess who gets 
knighted after the battle. Technicolor—Col. 


THE GOOD DIE YOUNG The title of this movie 
stumps me. Don’t see much good about three men 
who can’t find anything better to do than sit in a pub 
drinking beer and falling into trouble. Weak, maybe. 
Confused, maybe. John Ireland has this bit player 
(Gloria Grahame) for a wife but she has ambition. 
Every time he’s on leave from the Air Force she’s 
on the town with a movie star. Richard Basehart is 
in England to carry home his war bride (Joan Col- 
lins) but all he has to do is lift a valise and his 
mother-in-law (Freda Jackson) takes an overdose of 
sleeping pills. And Stanley Baker—he’s a boxer who 
has finally saved enough money to quit the ring but 
is too beat up for normal employment. All of them 
fall under the spell of Laurence Harvey, a playboy 
supported by his wife (Margaret Leighton). He talks 
them into robbery No violence, says he. My, what a 

liar !—U.A. | 


RECOMMENDED FILMS NOW PLAYING 


SS 


A STAR IS BORN (Warners): Judy Garland and 
James Mason in the story of a girl who became a star 
with the help of a man who couldn’t help himself. The 
acting is fine, the musical numbers wonderful. No one 
should miss it. Technicolor and CinemaScope. 


THE COUNTRY GIRL (Para.): Bing Crosby delivers 
a superb performance in a tense, beautifully acted | 
version of Odets’ hit play about a has-been actor, his | 
wife (Grace Kelly) and director (William Holden). 


CARMEN JONES (20th-Fox): Dorothy Dandridge is 
probably the sexiest Carmen ever seen on the screen. 
Harry Belafonte as Joe is fine, Pearl Bailey great, 
the singing excellent, Hammerstein’s lyrics ring re- | 
markably true—and the music was good to begin 
with. CinemaScope. 


PHFFFT! (Col.): Judy Holliday and Jack Lemmon, 
teamed this time in the bright and clever story of a 
just-divorced couple. Light-weight but very funny. 
With Jack Carson. | 


UNCHAINED (Hall Bartlett): An exciting, off-beat | 
prison story about an off-beat prison. Elroy Hirsch, 
Barbara Hale. 


THE BAREFOOT CONTESSA (U.4.): An amazing 
mixture of love, sex, satire, tragedy and Technicolor 
that will keep you fascinated, if slightly confused. | 
Ava Gardner, Humphrey Bogart, Edmond O’Brien | 
and others turn in topnotch performances in this | 
complex Cinderella-like tale. 


THE CHALLENGER 


Up till now, no one has 


tamed Shelley. Up tll now, 


she hadn’t met Sernas! 


@ A handsome and athletic young 
Frenchman is pairing off with Shelley 
Winters these days, and people in 
Hollywood are laying odds that he'll 
be the first of her sparring partners 
to be on his feet at the final bell. 
They're even betting that Jacques 
Sernas will be able to tame the some- 
times hot-tempered Miss Winters. 

Jacques has yet to be seen by an 
American audience, but his 165 
muscular pounds will be all over the 
neighborhood screens, when Warner 
Brothers’ Helen Of Troy is released. 
In it, Jacques stars as Paris, the man 
who tamed the most beautiful woman 
in all the world. 

He’s in Hollywood now for Jump 
Into Hell. Cynics say that’s an apt 
role for anyone who gets into the 
same ring with the fiery Shelley. 

When warned of this, Jacques 
shrugged. “I do not expect to get my 
fingers burned,” he said. “Miss Win- 
ters is a beautiful and delightful 
woman. But I have encountered 
harder things than women.” 

-In 1940, when Jacques was fifteen, 
Germany conquered France. Too 
young to join the Army, Jacques 
joined the French underground. For 
over a year he carried messages 
through the streets of Paris, hid for- 
bidden pamphlets under his shirt. 
One night he was stopped by two 
German officers. The pamphlets were 
found, and Jacques was sent to a 
concentration camp for a year and a 
half. 

“Ah, he is a brave one, that 
Jacques,” says one of his friends. 
“This Miss Winters, she had better 
watch out. Or soon she will be the 
tame one, purring like a cat.” 


Cream or Lotion 


“Yes, | use Lustre-Creme Shampoo,” 
says Doris Day. It’s the favorite of 
4 out of 5 top Hollywood movie stars! 


It never dries your hair! Lustre- 
Creme Shampoo is blessed with 
lanolin . . . foams into rich lather, 
even in hardest water .. . leaves 
hair so easy to manage. 


It beautifies! For soft, bright, fra- 
grantly clean hair—without special 
after-rinses—choose the shampoo of 
America’s most glamorous women. 
Use the favorite of Hollywood movie 
stars— Lustre-Creme Shampoo. 


Hollyveods-fusite. Lustre - Creme Shampoo 


Never Dries— 


it be 


“Dous Dey 


utifies! 


co-starring in “YOUNG AT HEART” An Arwin Production 


in WarnerColor. Presented by Warner Bros. 
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This is an actual photograph of a woman’s hands af 


Proof: You can stop Detergent Hands 


A national research laboratory* proves 
Jergens Lotion more effective than 
any other lotion tested for stopping 
detergent damage. 


Do you wish your hardworking hands were 
as pretty as your neighbor's? They can be. 


Read this story of a dramatic experiment. 


Recently, 447 women volunteers soaked 
both hands-*in detergents three times a 
day. After each soaking, Jergens Lotion 
was applied to the right hand. The left 
hand was untxeated. 


In 3 or 4 days these women saw an 
amazing change! Untreated hands were 


roughened and reddened. Hands treated 
with Jergens remained soft, smooth, with- 
out a trace of detergent damage! 

No other lotion tested proved as effec- 
tive as Jergens. The women were delighted 
with this significant discovery. 

Jergens Lotion has been steadily im- 
proved for 50 years. Use it daily and your 
hands will be pretty despite wind, weather 
and housework. Never sticky or greasy, 
Jergens takes just seconds to apply! 

Get a bottle today, and notice how much 
richer and creamier the Jergens formula is 
now. It has a lovely new fragrance, too, 
yet still costs only 10¢ to $1.00, plus tax. 


Jergens Lotion positively stops “Detergent Hands” 


ter taking the detergent test. The right hand was given Jergens 
Lotion care — the left wasn’t. Even scientists were amazed at the difference. This photograph is unretouched. 


JERGENS 
LOTION | 
% 


2 EFFECTIVE INGREDIENTS 
hhelp keep hands foce, legs 
‘ond arms soft and smooth 


®NoriceE to doctors and der- 
matologists. For a summary 
of this report, write to The 
Andrew Jergens Co., Cinn.,O. 


modern screen/february 1955 


THEY’RE YOUNG 


AND IN LOVE, 


NEWLY-MARRIED, 
FULL OF HOPE. 


THEY’RE MR. AND 


MRS. GUY MADISON! 


they say its wonderful 


by William Barbour 


m Last fall Guy Madison kissed Eva Gabor and 
Virginia Grey goodbye and crossed them off his 
list. He began to concentrate on Sheila Connolly, 
a size-nine beauty from County Kildare. This 
brown-eyed, twenty-four-year-old daughter of a 


well-known Irish jockey had been a model in New ee | — 


York. 

Except for three people—Guy, Sheila and Guy’s 
business manager, Charley Trezona—no one ex- 
pected the sudden marriage. 

After all, Guy was involved in a full-blown 
divorce problem with Gail Russell. ; 

Gail, nervous and sick, teetering perilously close bia reg = ae 
to a complete breakdown, had filed for divorce in The h aa rine | 
Vee arietallowed! withoa verose complaint. he honeymoon was spent in a motel in Reno, where Guy was on loca- | 

pr AY a p tion. Sheila, who plans to stick close to her man, has given up just- 
Both petitions had been (Continued on page 74) starting career for marriage, even turned down offer to co-star with Guy. 


Fn rete oe pertinent ote 8 6 ante 


JANE AND PAL... 


pORT FRO 


Paris 


Mr. Charles D. Saxon 
Editor, 
MopERN SCREEN 


Dear Chuck, 


Well, here’s the complete story of Jane Powell’s 
honeymoon. I may as well say right at the beginning 
that, like most honeymooners, she and Pat Nerney 
did their darndest to dodge anyone who tried 
to muscle in—definitely including the press—but, 
like most celebrities, they were pretty easy to trace. 
Especially as they spent so much time gazing into each 
other’s eyes that they hardly ever noticed 
the little men in trench coats sneaking up on them 
with pencil and paper, until it was too late. 

Their first stop was Paris. This is a great city for 
the young-and-in-love; wind and weather permitting, 
you can spot couples kissing on almost 
every street corner—and sometimes (when the 
weather is very good) right smack in the middle 
of the street. Jane and Pat did a lot of window 
shopping and made a few buys, too, though Janie 
brought a perfectly stunning wardrobe with her 
Cincluding her wedding dress, a gorgeous 
affair I'll describe in a minute). She wore a tailored 
topcoat, appropriate for trudging these somewhat 
windy streets, and Pat never took his glasses off — 
which may account for the fact that almost 
no one recognized them, although everyone knew 
they were here. The French papers, in fact, made 
quite a to-do about their arrival, which shows 
how popular Janie (and her romance) is around here, 
where celebrities are a dime a dozen. Voici a few 
samples from the Paris journals: 

“The young Hollywood star Jane Powell arrived in 
Paris today for her second honeymoon. (Note: all 
the papers mentioned the fact that this is the 
second for both—but none of them explained why they 
bothered to stress it!) She is a singer-dancer- 
comedienne and in Rich, Young And Pretty she 
played Danielle Darrieux’s daughter. She has just 
married the young industrialist, Pat Newney (“Feature 
that spelling!” Nerney howled) and her latest 
picture is Seven Brides For Seven Brothers, which, 
coincidentally, happens (Continued on page 88) 


At the conclusion of 
their small, beautiful wedding, 
Pat was solemn, Jane radiant. 


29 


Old Sturbridge 
wi 


Although he's rumored to be an arch-conservative in his infrequent  College-educated, he is an avid reader and a good conversationalist 
public appearances, Dick drives a sleek foreign sports car—and is on the most serious topics. But those who say he has no sense of 
likely to drive it to Alaska or anywhere else on a moment's notice. humor just haven't been listening—or watching his soft-shoe routine! 


Sometimes the most hated man on the screen, Dick is nonetheless peaceful by nature, has shown no tendency to beat Jean or his daughter. 


Confusing Mr. Widmark has been called 


everything from Dick The Fiend to Richard The 
Hermit. He’s variously known as 

bashful, bloodthirsty, terrible and terrified. But 
his wife has another name for Dick—and 

another story to tell! 


BY JACK WADE 


m@ Every so often a select set of sophisticated Manhattan writers and critics 
strike it rich for a day. This windfall occurs when their old pal, Richard 
Widmark of Hollywood, blows into town, gives them a jingle and suggests 
a noontime get-together. These ink-stained scribblers desert the modest coffee 
houses where they customarily huddle and march hungrily uptown toward 
swank and expensive 21 Club to meet Santa Claus. 

After an orgy of fine food and drink they push the astronomical tabs 
cavalierly toward Dick’s plate. Then they set to work ruthlessly whittling 
down the big movie star they knew when. 

On one such occasion, John McCarten, the caustic movie critic of the 
New Yorker, loosed a wicked barb. He noted their dimlit, inconspicuous table 
by the kitchen door and serving tables where dishes clattered and soup 
sprayed in passing. 

“Dick,” he remarked anxiously, “I’m worried about you. Obviously you 
don’t rate with important people like the captains at 21. I can only conclude 
from this scornful treatment that as a Hollywood celebrity, Widmark, you’re 
through!” 

Dick grinned. He’d far rather be roasted by those witty ones than be 
kissed by a lovely fan. He’s a modest and retiring man, but common sense 
tells him he’s about as “through” in Hollywood as a newborn babe. Since he 
walked confidently away last year from a cozy Twentieth Century-Fox 
contract paying him $3000 a week, Dick Widmark’s career has shot ahead. 
At that luncheon, he was hustling back to Hollywood from starring in 
Prize Of Gold abroad to make The Cobweb at MGM. After that he was set 
to scoot over to Africa for Safari. Awaiting his return will be a queue of 
Hollywood producers as long and hopeful as Errol Flynn’s string of bill- 
collectors. 

As for his celebrity—Dick Widmark had just collected ample evidence 
that nobody’s forgetting him since he checked off Darryl Zanuck’s payroll— 
although the tributes to his fame remain a little back-handed. Only a few 
nights before, in London’s swank Les Ambassadeurs cafe, a tipsy American 
had weaved up to him, grabbed his paws enthusiastically and held them in 
a vise-like grip. When Dick, who doesn’t like to be touched, tugged away, 
the drunk flared, “Whassamatta—doncha wanna be friendly? Big Hollywood 
star—hey? Won't shake my hand!” 

“I can’t,” Dick pointed out. “You're holding mine.” 

“Yeah—but if I let go, you'll sock me!” cried the fuddled fan. 

Incidents like that no longer surprise or dismay Dick Widmark. After all, 
when an actor starts his screen career gleefully pushing a crippled old lady 
downstairs as Dick did in Kiss Of Death, and as (Continued on page 68) 
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With brother Howard, 
her first dance. 


This is a woman 
with A Past. It certainly 
isn't Wicked and 

it isn’t even Secret 
—hbut it sheds 

some interesting light 
on things to come 

to Liz! 

BY IDA ZEITLIN 


§ With King Charles, 
her first hit. 


™@ In the corner of the white couch, Liz sat remembering 

through the not-yet twenty-three years of her young life. She wore 
black slacks, an olive green velvet blouse and looked the way Elizabeth 
Taylor looks since she tacked Wilding onto her name, 

loveliness deepened by a new serenity. At intervals she dipped 

into a plate of what she called garbage—hors d'oeuvres to you—or 
mildly asked a poodle to stop cavorting, which request the poodle 

failed to take seriously. At intervals two gentlemen wandered 

through, the elder pausing every now and then to drop 

a comment into her stream of reminiscence. Him she addressed 

as Nostril, a recent modification of Nose. The younger answered amiably 
to Jughead or Sport, though most of the time he didn’t answer 

at all, being intent on business of his own. Pursuing these 

affairs, he took a spill. Before the lip had time for more than 


a quiver, he had been scooped up and was riding high on his father’s 


shoulders, small hands and feet secure in his father’s grasp 
while the warm voice crooned comfort: “What a 
terrible, terrible experience!” 
Elizabeth smiled up at them, and turned thoughtful as Michael bore 
his now gurgling child from the room. “This is the kind of moment 
you remember. This is an image that will always come back 
to me—my son laughing down from my husband’s shoulders. 
It’s nothing but everything, because it holds happiness like a cup. 
Except for here and there, my whole life has been a happy one. 
But with a difference. I’m aware of it now. I’ll never take it for granted. 
Jan Struther, who wrote Mrs. Miniver, wrote a little verse 
which says so exactly what I feel that I learned it by heart. It’s 
called Biography and it goes like this: 
~ One day my life will end; and lest 
Some whim should prompt you to review it, 
Let her who knows the subject best 


Continued on next page 
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” 


With Glens Davis, her first “phase. 


With Bill Pawley, 
her first engagement. 


With Nicky Hilton, 
her first marriage. 


With Monty Clift, 4 


her first “real” acting. Lee 


With Britches Jughead 
Sport, her first baby. 
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continued 


Tell you the shortest way to do it. 
Then say, “Here lies one doubly blest.” 
Say, “She was happy.” Say, “She knew it.” 

“I know it. That’s the difference between 
before and after Michael.” 

Her earliest memories focus on the countryside 
of Kent, sixty miles from London. There Victor 
Cazelet, the godfather she adored, bought an estate. 
There he turned over to the Taylors an old 
brick house, set in a meadow of buttercups against 
an ancient forest. To Elizabeth, Kent . 
was enchanted ground, where you hunted mushrooms 
in secret places, picked the first primrose, found 
an iridescent dove’s feather on some woodland 
path. Where your heart could embrace not 
only cats and dogs, but turtles, lambs and guinea 
pigs and, dearest of all, the mare Betty, 

a gift from Victor. Thinking of the dream days 

in Kent, she sees a child riding her horse around the 
lake, and tries not to dwell on the sequel. 3 
In 1947 she revisited Little Swallows, neglected and 
overgrown since Victor died in a wartime 

air crash. “I picked a rose for memory, and 

I should have let it go at that. But no, I had to find 
out what became of Betty. They wouldn't 

say in so many words. From what they did say, 

I gathered that horse meat was her end. And 
learned that some questions are better left unasked.” 

At seven she broke with her past and cried 
and cried. They were all desolate at the 
thought of leaving England, but the others 
understood. Even Howard, nearing ten, understood 
some of it and tried to explain to his sister. 

“Daddy and Victor think there might be a war, 

so they're sending us to America to be safe.” 
Elizabeth went on crying. She was no stranger to 
America, having been taken back and forth to see 
her grandparents. But England was home. 

All across the Atlantic and out to Pasadena, 

where Granddaddy lived, she wept and refused 
to be comforted. “Darling, the trouble will be 
over soon and then we'll go back.” 

Mrs. Taylor believed it. Her daughter apparently 
didn’t. In any event, soon wasn’t soon enough. 

At length the tears had to dry up. Yet through 
the eight years that followed, through the 
excitements of growth and career, nostalgia never 
died. Listening to symphonies, which she loved, 
the stir of emotion would draw her back to 
the lovely, green, clean-smelling countryside 
where she’d sunk her first roots, and leave 
her aching for England. “Even now, when America 
is my home, I'd still be heartsick without 
the feeling that I could go back at least once 
a year. At seven it was like a wound. Not 
until I went back the first time did it heal entirely.” 

After Daddy joined them to open his art 
gallery in Hollywood, they moved to the Pacific 
Palisades. At school she developed a mad 
crush on a gorgeous-looking boy. One day he 
was gracious enough (Continued on page 77) 


The days just aren’t long enough fot Chandler, Hollywood’s busiest guy. 


TALL ONE 


BY LOUIS POLLO 


@ On a certain day in his second 
bachelorhood Jeff Chandler awoke quite 
early to hear a slight thump on the 
floor, and to experience, somehow, 

a vague feeling of sadness. The noise 
had nothing to do with the sadness, 

but it took a moment of letting the 

sleep drain out of his mind before he 
realized this. Then he remembered 

that he had taken a book and read 
himself drowsy when he went to. bed 
the night before. Just now the book 
must have (Continued on page 62.) 


YOU ASKED ME- 
SO 7M TELLING YOU 


UNACCUSTOMED AS HE IS TO WRITING OPEN 
LETTERS, TONY CURTIS HAS WRITTEN THIS ONE—IN ANSWER 


TO THE LETTERS YOU'VE BEEN SENDING HIM! 


In the early days of their marriage 

Tony and Janet insisted on sharing each other's 
hobbies—even if it killed them. Now, more 

sensibly adjusted, Janet admits that she prefers’ 
being photographed to becoming a shutterbug her- 
self, admires Tony's art but doesn't reach for 
duplicate palette and brush. Tony, 

equally happy, no longer feels obliged to 
accompany her to tea parties! 


Dear People: 

I have a knack for putting my foot in my big mouth. 
Tl never forget how I did it when I met the Queen of 
England. They told me I was supposed to address her as 
“Your Royal Highness.” It ought to be easy for an actor 
to remember three words. When my turn came, my mouth 
opened and I muffed the line. I remember a quick three 
seconds of agony before I stuck my hand out, shook hands 
and said, “Hello.” Then I wanted the floor to open and 
swallow me. 

Almost as bad, or worse, was the recent occasion on 
which Edward R. Murrow on his Person To Person program 
honored Janet and me with a visit to our home. When the 
time came for the program to begin on our interview, we 


were ready. The cables weren't. Mr. Murrow couldn't hear 
me and I couldn’t hear him. Suddenly I was aware that 
around eleven million people had walked into our living- 
room. I opened my mouth and to this day I can’t remember 
what I said. But I must have done a lot of talking. Janet 
said I shut up just in time, and then Mr. Murrow came back 
in with his questions. 

Anyway, the result was that we’ve had more than 3,000 
letters a week saying a lot of nice things and asking a lot 
more questions. I just didn’t know how it would be possible 
to answer them all until Janet suggested that I call up the 
editors of MopERN SCREEN, who are our buddies. We 
did. This letter is the result. I am dictating it to a beau- 
tiful MopERN ScREEN blonde (Continued on page 83) 


They say interviewing me is like 


getting a clam to talk. So I thought 
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I’d try to help. Only—where do you start? 


I guess I was a fairly average UY eee 


with distinctly above-average parents. 
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I started as a muscle man, pure and simple... 


And as to the future...no comment right now. 


now I hope I'm considered an actor, too. 


___@ Today I had an interview. In Hollywood an 


interview consists of three people. C1) the writer, who hopes the _ 
|____actor will have something to say, (2) the actor, who hopes the writer __ 


will have something to ask, and (3) the publicist or press agent, who 
—_—_—-—- --accompanies_the-actorto—make-surethe—writer_deesn-t_ask-any——_____________ 
rude questions and that the actor doesn’t give any rude answers. 
cass. —— -Foday'sinterview—was—thethird—this—week.—it_was, To 
approximately, the 450th time a writer has sat opposite me, trying to 
~ extract a story that will shake the world. This is very remarkable. 
The first time I was interviewed, the reporter ended the __ 
conversation by closing his notebook and leering at me. “At 
________ least,” he said, “you were born.” | a eked 
I feel for these people, these scribes of Hollywood. Contrary to public 
———— opinion, stories -about-movie stars are not-woven out of thin air they-— 
are drained out of human beings who have donated their 
every experience and thought toa panery press, ‘and there always 


yesterday nowhere — 


| This is George Nader, the newest, 


the nicest—the guy Hollywood’s 
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BY TONI NOEL 


shirts and levis around the ranch house he shares with two be- is up—and eating—by six. Much of his day is spent answering 


| Though he dresses conservatively for dates, George prefers plaid Even when he doesn't have an early morning studio call, George 
loved black cats, offspring of pal Rory Calhoun’s Siamese. the fast-rising fan mail that helped him get his movie breaks. 


m “A prophet is not without honour, save in his own 
country. ...” The fact that these words are to be 
found in the Good Book didn’t make their truth any 
more palatable to George Nader, Jr. Born and raised 
in southern California, a stone’s throw from the film 
capital, the tall (six feet, one inch), dark (well, hair 
and tan, anyway) and handsome Cunqualified ) 
George was strictly nowhere in Hollywood until he 
went abroad to make pictures. Then he was in— 
like nobody else but Nader. 

His is not a particularly unique experience. Shy, 
soft-spoken Fred Zinneman, whose brilliant From 
Here To Eternity practically walked off with last 
year's Academy Awards, had this rueful comparison 
to offer: “I was under contract to one studio for ten 
years, no better and no worse a director than I am 
today, and nobody even knew my name. I was so 
unknown, in fact, that when I came back from 
Europe after making The Search, Hollywood thought 
I was a foreign import and swamped me with more 
offers than I could accept!” — 

And so it was with George, for whom the world 
of footlights was the only world from the beginning. 
The son of a prominent oil (Continued on page 86) 
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Known as a smooth operator with women, George nonetheless 
considers himself the “close to the soil” type, says there has al- 
ways been one like him in every generation of the Nader family ! 


RACE GENTRY: 


THE KIDS GO FOR HIM. BUT THE ONE REALLY IN LOVE WITH RACE IS A POWERFUL LADY NAMED LUCK! 


by Nate Edwards 


m As the songwriters keep insisting, it is in that part of Italy centering about the 
Isle of Capri, that some of the world’s most handsome human specimens are to be seen. 
The women are slim and quick-eyed and they laugh when they dance. The men are 
mostly dark, deep of chest and full of fun and fire. As a matter of fact there is a legend 
that all babies in Capri are born with smiles on their faces. But twenty years ago that 
legend was stretched to include the birth of a boy in the city of Los Angeles in Cali- 
fornia. His name was John Papiro and he must have known his racial heritage traced 
back to Capri because, as his mother reports, the traditional smile was there. Today John 
is still smiling. His name has been changed to Race Gentry and he is the newest of 
Hollywood’s younger male candidates for screen stardom. (Continued on page 72) 


Once again the girl 
who has everything 
has lost everything 
worth having. 
Whose fault is it 
that Ava is running 
away again? 


BY ELLEN JOHNSON 


m Two days before The Barefoot 
Contessa was premiered in Hollywood, 
Ava Gardner came to town. She 

came quietly and sedately, driving 

her Cadillac in from Palm Springs where 
she had been living in blissful seclusion. 

Ava did not want to come to 
Hollywood. But she had contracted 
to exploit her latest film, and to the 
long-lashed brunette, her word is 
her honor. 

Once in town, Ava checked in at a 
beauty parlor on Wilshire Boulevard 
where her hair was washed and 
set for the occasion. 

Came the night of the premiere, 
and Ava stole the show. She wore a pink 
sequinned sheath gown with a tiara 
to match. She set the crowds gasping. 
There were plenty of other beauty 
queens making appearances at that 
premicre, but no one’s glamour could 
compare with Gardner’s. 

Ava grows more beautiful with 
the passing time. And yet there is 
about her an air of ineffable sadness, 
of femininity unfulfilled, of moods dark 
and depressed. 

No one in Hollywood understands 
Ava Gardner—not even her three 
ex-husbands, all of whom are ~ 
experienced in love and the pursuit 
thereof. Collectively, Mickey Rooney, 
Artie Shaw and Frank Sinatra have had 
twelve wives. 

You might think then that one of 
these three men could find an 
adequate explanation of Ava and her 
ways. But no. Ava remains Hollywood’s 
number one mystery, a beautiful, 
bedeviled, fascinating creature 
who has found money, fame, success 
and adoration—and with it all, loneliness 
and sorrow. (Continued on page 45) 


More Pictures on Next Page 


ava gardner: 


THE GAL THAT 
GOT AWAY 


ava gardner: 


THE GAL THAT 
GOT AWAY continued Since her third marriage ended, Ava has known two more futile 


: SOEs: 


AT THE PREMIERE of The Barefoot Contessa Ava smiled DIRECTOR JOE MANKIEWICZ congratulated her on her performance. 
for newsmen and fans—but for no special man in her life. Aya's stature as an artist has greatly increased in the last few years. 


IGNORING the empty seat beside her, cameramen mobbed LATER she was joined by more show business friends and admirers . . . 
Ava, who, as usual, is living much of her life in the headlines. no one to replace Dominguin, one of her two last—but not greatest—loves. , 


| 


romances. Surrounded by men wherever she goes, she’s still the loneliest gal in town. 


WELCOMED in most of South America, in Brazil even Ava's dignity as an actress was 
insulted when she was mobbed, kicked, asked to leave her hotel for a reported fit of temper. 


(Continued from page 43) 

The fault has not been hers. 

By nature she is warmhearted, 
open-minded, unselfish and consi- 
derate. But Ava Gardner is a girl 
who has lost at love. And love is 
the keystone of her very life. 

Her three unsuccessful marriages 
were lived in Hollywood, and be- 
cause Hollywood brings to her mind 
the memory of these marital fail- 
ures, she frequently says, “I don’t 
like Hollywood. It’s a tough com- 
munity to work out a marriage in. 
So much gossip. So much spotlight. 

“I don’t want to sound ungrate- 
ful or anything like that. Heaven 
knows it’s better for me to be an 
actress than, say, a stenographer. 
But I’m happier when I’m in Eu- 
rope.” 

Ava has stayed away from Cali- 
fornia for nearly all of the last two 
years. She roamed Africa, England, 
Spain, Italy and made three pic- 
tures overseas. 

In Spain and Italy she also culti- 
vated the friendship of Luis Miguel 
Dominguin, handsome, wealthy, 
retired bullfighter. Friends suggest 
that theirs was more than a friend- 
ship. They imply that Ava, seeking 
companionship, aroused Domin- 
guin’s Latin ardor. They point out 
that in Madrid, the actress and her 
sister moved into the Commodore 
Apartment Hotel, close by Domin- 
guin’s town house. 

Ava is older than the retired 
matador; at the time of their ro- 
mance she was thirty-one. Luis 
was twenty-nine. That was the first 
time she ever seriously dated a man 
slightly younger than herself. 

When Dominguin came to Holly- 
wood last year, Ava was sitting out 
her divorce residence requirement 
on the Nevada shore of Lake Tahoe. 

For a short time, the handsome 
Spaniard became a house guest of 
writer Peter Viertel in Beverly Hills. 
There a Spanish-speaking reporter 
questioned Luis Miguel. 

“Of course,” he said, “you're go- 
ing up to Lake Tahoe to see Ava. 
Tell me, do you plan to marry her? 
Is it on the level that you’re both 
in love?” 

Understandably, Dominguin was 
taken back a bit by the flurry of 
questions. 

“Ava,” he explained dipiomati- 
cally, “is very good fun. In Spain 
she and Mr. and Mrs. Frank Grarit 
and I (Continued on page 75) 


This is a happy story about a happy star—strictlyfor people who feel like rejoicing with Judy! 


by Louella Parsons 


m “With everything else wonderful that has happened 
to me this year, I get pregnant, too! How lucky can you be?” 

This gay, delighted speaker was my girl Judy Garland, 
so very happy that the words seemed to be tumbling over 
one another when she called me the minute she got the 
good news from the doctor that she was on the stork’s 
calling list again. ; : 

“T just found out five minutes ago,” she laughed. “Now never 
say I didn’t tell you the minute I heard, myself. What 
do you suppose I’ve done to deserve having everything good 
happen to me at once?” 

Now, I know some Hollywood actresses who might take a 
very dim view of being pregnant right after the greatest 
smash come-back ever achieved by a star who had been away 
from the screen five years—as Judy had. 

There are some super-ambitious belles who would much rather 
cash in on such a tremendous success by way of Las Vegas 
or another picture contract than get ready 
to welcome a third little stranger. 

I've said ever since I met this little girl with the big talent 
that they threw away the pattern when they made her. 

I said, “Judy, I want to do a story about this.” 

“You're on,” she agreed. “What shall we call it? How 
do you like A Starlet Is Born? That’s a plug, Louella. 

But, listen. Sid and I are leaving tomorrow for Chicago and 
New York where I’m really going to plug A Star Is Born. 
We'll be back in two weeks. When will you be here?” 

I told her I'd be at her house exactly five minutes 
after they came back. 

Sure enough, just.a few hours after the Lufts flew back from 
the east I was at their old English-style home, next 
door to Lana Turner’s, in Holmby Hills. 

Judy has welcomed me to her home many times, usually 
wearing her favorite matador pants and bright shirts. But now 
she looked chic, indeed, in a smart black dress 
with a white ribbon collar. 

“The New York influence,” she explained. “I got used to 
dressing up and looking smart and well-dressed at all hours.” 

As Judy led me into her favorite room, the den (done in 
light blonde wood and soft beige divans and chairs). I 
mentioned to her that she looked to me as though she had 
gained considerable weight. 

“I always lose weight the first two months I’m carrying a baby. 
After that—look out! The pounds start to pile on. When 
I'm six months pregnant I look like most women do 
at eight months. I just waddle around, big as a house, 
and not giving a darn.” 

“Hey, there, you with the stars in your eyes—you've had 
quite a problem with weight,” I chided. “It would be a shame 
to pile it on again after what you went through to get your 
figure ring-weight for A Star Is Born.” 

“Oh, I don’t mean I stuff myself,” said Judy, who had 
seated herself on the couch in the window seat and sat like a 
little girl with her knees pulled up under her chin. 

“You see, Louella—the point is I feel so wonderful when 
I'm pregnant. I don’t know the meaning of morning 
sickness or the other discomforts so many women suffer. 

“I’m at my healthiest when I’m carrying a child—and I mean 
mentally and physically. You know how nervous I 
sometimes am? Well, all that feeling vanishes when I’m 
pregnant. Absolutely nothing (Continued on page 81) 


47 


Some go steady, some play the field. 

Some spend big money, some go for walks 
in the rain. One thing movie kids have 

in common: they’re so normal it’s amazing! 


BY BETTY MILLER 


HOLLYWOOD'S YOUNG 
DATING SET 


PAUL GILBERT is a one-girl guy, the girl being Barrie Chase, 
a blonde who doesn't think that being a comedian's steady 
girl means that she has to giggle at his every remark. 


centrating on each other, Tab Hunter 
| and Lori Nelson find daytime dates are 
i a good way to catch up on fun they 
| had to miss while working on pictures. 


| NOT GOING STEADY but definitely con- 
| 
| 


% 


LANCE FULLER may skip dating entirely for a month or so ("‘just 
not in the mood") then, on the spur of the moment, phone a 
favorite girl like Melinda Markey and make a day of it. 


™ Seeing pictures of our young stars, dressed to the 
teeth for: premiére dates, many people probably think 
“What a life!” Others might add enviously, “Nothing 
but cakes and ale!” But would be wrong. For one thing, 
cakes are fattening, and for another, surprisingly few 
Hollywood youngsters do enough drinking to mention. 
And when they’re at a premiére, all gussied up, it’s at the 
express wish of their studios. That isn’t dating; that’s 
working. 

‘What they do in their own free time is so average 
as to be a revelation.. The kids have one rule in common: 
no dates while working on a picture. They’re all serious 
about their careers; they realize that they must look and 
give their best, and during production they have to get 
up early in the morning. The routine then is usually 
dinner at home, a couple of hours of studying the next 
day’s lines, and early to bed. 


CLEO MOORE usually dates three or four times a week and 
prefers last-minute plans with a casual lad like Brad Jackson, whose 
dating philosophy is "Comb your hair—and forget yourself!" 


So Hollywood’s younger set must make up for lost 
time between pictures. With them the daytime date has 
become almost as popular as the conventional evening 
one. Take a young man like Lance Fuller. He considers 
himself a cyclic personality. “I’m the moody type,” he 
admits. “I have ups and downs about everything—in- 
cluding my future in pictures. I even date in spurts. 


Sometimes a whole month will go by without my taking . 


a girl out. Then the urge hits me and I'd like to go out 
every night. Generally, though, I confine my dating to 
the week ends.” 

Lance may not go out often, but when he does ‘he 
makes a day of it. On this particular Sunday he picked 
up pert Melinda Markey and drove out to the popular 
Circle J Ranch at Newhall. First there was a fast game 
of Ping-pong to warm them up, then a romp in the pool 
to cool them off. Having (Continued on page 56) 


More Pictures on Next Page 
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LANCE and MELINDA (she's Joan 

Bennett's daughter) share a love of 

active, athletic, open-air activities. Lance usually 
type-casts his girls, invites different 

ones for different occasions. Ordinarily, he 
spends about twelve dollars on a date. 


PAUL and BARRIE see each othe: 

four times a week, frequently for a swim at the 
pool in Paul's apartment house and a home- 

made meal—made by Paul! It works out perfectly 
because Paul loves to cook and Barrie 

is mad about eating—and both believe that hobbies 
should be shared whenever possible, 


NOT PUBLICITY-SHY, Hugh 

O'Brian and Eve Miller frankly enjoy 

being recognized in public and written 
about in columns. Nonetheless, their dates 
are usually simple and inexpensive. They 
can spend hours window-shopping. 


NO LONGER GOING STEADY, Bob Francis is playing 
the field, énjoys dates with singer Joanne Gilbert. Unlike 


many of the other youngsters, he believes in spending at least twenty-five 


TAB AND LORE go in for what they consider 
conventional dates; dinner (unless they work late at 
theatre (the best seats available), a chat with the 


dollars on a date—and (possibly as a result) dates 
less frequently than he might. His favorite evenings are partly 
planned, partly spur-of-the-moment. 


* cree +r 
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the studio}, 


cast backstage (Barbara Ruick and Bob Horton this time), a 


leisurely drive home and a very friendly goodnight. 


HOLLYWOOD'S YOUNG 
DATING SET continued 
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Once a date with a star meant an evening with a 


mob, fans and photographers—and who ever heard 


of fun? Now it means doing the things that every- 


body does and loves—the things that end with a 


light-hearted feeling and a happy time to remember! 
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| How il 
eh 
Brando 
Proposed 


Four months ago 
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we told you that Marlon ee 


Saying Rewinve to parents, his fiancée, : Ske en ay | 
Josane Berenger, flew to America carrying photo - had been tamed. i : Be Ses 
of Marlon, which, to his reported annoyance, : ; ee : = So ee 

she cheerfully displayed to cameramen. = Now it seems the 

wild one has been 1 

domesticated as well! | 

mw How does a man like Marlon Brando get to 3 : ne 
meet a French fisherman’s daughter in New York? BY STEVE CRONIN i 


It’s simple—as simple as any boy and girl 
meeting anywhere who say hello and fall in love 
at first sight. Because, according to both Marlon 
and Josane Mariani-Berenger they knew 

right away. 

It was last February, when Brando caused 
such a hassle by walking out of The Egyptian, off 
the set, off the lot and off to New York for 
psychiatric treatment. 

In the meantime, French Josane had been 
introduced to a New York psychiatrist by the artist 
she worked for. She went to New York and lived 


with Dr. and Mrs. Schneider at first, teaching 

their children French. One evening she went to 
a party given by acting teacher Stella Adler. 

And there she met Marlon Brando. 

They say that Hollywood (Continued on page 54) 
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Marlon's white cat gets less publicity than last pet, 


——— | | a A. 


...famous raccoon Russell, once called his great love! 
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These exclusive pictures are the only ones ever shot ot Brando at home! 


How Marlon Brando Proposed ........ 


was stunned by the news of Marlon Brando's engagement 
to Josane Mariani-Berenger, the twenty-year-old stepdaugh- 
ter of.a French fisherman. 

Actually, no one in Hollywood was surprised by the an- 
nouncement except, perhaps, some of the girls who used to 
go out with Brando. : 

Rita Moreno, who had dated him before he left for France, 
said, “When I was out with him, Marlon seemed to feel that 
he was several years away from marriage. He must have 
had a change of heart.” : 

Said Movita Castaneda, “It is difficult for me to believe 
that he plans to marry in the near future. He is such a free 
soul. He never wanted to be tied down. We shall see. There 
is a big difference between getting engaged and getting 
married.” 

Over at 20th Century-Fox, however, where Brando made 
Désirée last summer, the news of the enigmatic actor and the 
gamin-like Josane was received with a casual shrug. 

“Look,” said one publicity man, “a few months ago Josane 
was here. Did you ever see Brando so solicitous? 

“He brought Josane on the set practically every day. He 
treated her as if she were a queen. When we asked him if 
she might be interested in meeting the press, he said, ‘Please, 
she’s just here for a vacation. Give her a break.’ 

“His friend and make-up man, Phil Rhodes, drove Josane 
all over town. Marlon has a pretty good eye for beauty, 
you know, but he wouldn't look at another girl. 

“It was pretty obvious that he was in love with her, and 
I don’t think he made any effort to hide it. As far back as 
August he was really gone on her. And I must say he’s 
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picked himself a really nifty little package. 
|| This Josane is as sharp as a razor blade. 


Doesn’t miss a trick, and she’s really load- 
ed with sex appeal. 

“Brando has always gone in for the sul- 
try, brunette type. No, the news didn’t 
come as any surprise to us. 

“It probably didn’t surprise the readers 
of Moprern ScreEEN, either. Your magazine 
reported Bud’s interest in Josane a couple 
of months ago. Brando didn’t deny it. 
In fact he was trying to find out how 
you found out who Josane was. He thought 
he’d kept it under wraps.” 


1 eos while touring the 20th Century 
lot one day, a reporter saw this tiny, 
attractive, dark-eyed brunette, accom- 
panied by a chaperone. She was going 
everywhere with Brando. ; 

The chaperorie was asked, “Who’s the 
girl with Brando?” 

“Ym sorry,” she said. “I can’t say any- 
thing about her.” Asked the same question, 
Brando admitted forthrightly, “Her name is 
Josane Mariani. I met her last summer. 
She’s from France.” 

“Is it a romance?” 

Instead of flipping his lid, Brando was 
polite. “That’s part of my private life,’ he 
explained. “Nobody’s interested in that.” 

“Are you kidding? Everyone’s interested 
in that! Is she an actress?” 

“She has acted a little,” he admitted. 

“Does she live in France?” 

“I don’t want to be rude,” Brando said, 
“but I just don’t want to talk about her.” 

It looked pretty serious between Bud 


_ and Josane. They were inseparable. They 
_ were in love, and it was so reported in the 


November issue of Moprern ScREEN. 

When Josane left for France, Marlon’s 
father arrived in Hollywood to discuss 
various business affairs with his son. _ 

‘At the same time it was rumored_ that 
Bud was dating Pier Angeli,’ Rita Moreno 
and a half dozen other girls. But he was 
faithful to his Josane. They had come to 
an understanding, and Bud had promised 
to meet her, first in Paris, then in Bandol. 

In October he journeyed to this Riviera 
resort (population 3,000) where Josane 
lived with her mother and stepfather in a 
tiny three-room house back of the dock. 

Bandol is twenty-five miles from Mar- 
seilles. -Typically, Marlon arrived on a 
hired scooter. He moved in with his pros- 
pective in-laws, and a day later, the fol- 
lowing advertisement appeared in the 
Toulon newspaper, Le Petit Varois. 

“M. and Mme. Paul Berenger are happy 
to announce the engagement of their 
daughter, Josane, to M. Marlon Brando.” 


RANDO IS extremely well-known in 
France. His family is of French origin, 
the name having once been spelled “Bran- 
deau.” You can imagine the eruption that 
ensued after this announcement appeared. 
The townsfolk gathered around the fifty- 
year-old Berenger house and clamored for 
the romantic details. 

‘Is your daughter,” one civic leader 
asked, “engaged to the actor Brando?” 

Madame Berenger nodded happily. An 
hour later everyone in Marseilles had 
heard the news. Two hours later reporters 
in Paris began to fly to the south of France 
to interview Brando. 

Bud and Josane were out fishing with 
her stepfather as the engagement news 
was broken. When they returned to the 
house, Marseilles reporters were on hand. 

“Are you really engaged?” he was asked. 

“Sure, I’m engaged,” he said. “What’s so 
mysterious about that?” 

Bud was wearing grey flannels and a 
striped T-shirt. Josane wore blue jeans 


and a striped T-shirt, too. 


- “We thought,” said one reporter, “that 
aybe you came down here just for the 
ByTe 3 


- “I’m here,” Bud announced, “for three 
things. I want to get to know my future 
parents-in-law—very nice people. 

“I want to live for a while under this 
beautiful blue sky—here |where my fiancée 
was born. 

“And I want to relax in the sun.” 

Josane was then asked how and where 
she had first met her fiancé. 

Up until three years ago, she explained, 
she had stayed at home helping her moth- 
er. Then a painter, the late Moise Kisling, 
a Polish-born artist who had a studio in 
Bandol, asked her to pose for him. 

Later it was determined that Josane had 
posed in the nude for eight paintings, the 
best of which is entitled “Young Girl With 
Lilies.” It is owned by a wealthy French 
planter who lives in Indo-China. Immedi- 
ately, there was a rumor that Marlon is 
anxious to buy up all these paintings. 

Anyway, Dr. Schneider, a New York 
psychiatrist, was in Bandol. Moise Kisling 
introduced him to Josane. The doctor asked 
Mr. Kisling’s model if she would like a job 
in New York as a governess, reportedly at 
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$200 a month. Josane says she discussed 
the offer with her parents, and they gave 
their consent. 


AST FEBRUARY when Brando walked out 

of The Egyptian, he flew to New York 

for psychiatric treatment. At a party of 

Stella Adler’s he was introduced to Josane. 

“Two hours after we met,” Josane says, 
“he said to me, ‘Will you be my wife?’ 

“Naturally I was surprised, but later we 

got to know each other well. Then I vis- 
ited him last summer when he was working 
in California.” 
’ When asked how Brando liked Bandol, 
Josane told reporters, “I hope my town 
will give him the peace of mind and soul 
he is seeking.” 

Josane’s hope turned out to be short- 
lived. As more newspapermen arrived in 
Bandol, Brando grew increasingly angry. 
“I can’t stand this persecution any longer,” 
he shouted. “Isn’t there any place we can 
have a little privacy?” 

Because the reporters were harassing 
him, Bud decided to cut short his idyll 
with Josane and go to Italy. Before he left, 
however, he told newsmen, “I consider 
myself officially engaged to Josane. This is 
no gag or publicity stunt as some reporters 
have had the disgustingly bad taste to im- 
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ply. Josane is the only girl I ever really 
wanted to marry.” 

The actor told his sweetheart he would 
meet her in New York and took off for 
Cannes, Genoa and Rome, in that order, 
once more aboard his trusty scooter. 

In Rome he held a press conference 
and reaffirmed his engagement. 


HE LITTLE GOVERNESS, left behind in Ban- 
dol, but suddenly thrust into the spot- 
light, handled herself with confidence. 

“I love Marlon as a man,” she asserted, 
“and not as an actor. I am proud to be 
the daughter of a fisherman. I cannot see 
that Marlon and I are different from any 
other couple in love.” : 

Sighed Josane’s mother, “Up until now 
my daughter has been interested only in 
her studies and in posing as a model. Ah! 
This is her first love affair.” 

Next day Josane packed her bags, kissed 
her parents goodbye, and flew to Paris. 
When her plane landed, fifty-six reporters 
rushed out to meet her. The model disem- 
barked, carrying herself like a little queen. 
Her lovely, clear-featured face was per- 
fectly made up. On her eyelids was the 
slightest covering of blue eyeshadow. She 
wore a black satin flared ballet skirt and a 
form-fitting blue jacket. 

She seemed to be perfectly at ease, com- 
pletely in control of herself. As she en- 
tered the arrival room, crowds mounted 
the balcony to look at the future Mrs. 
Brando. Some called out encouragement. 

“Isn’t it true,” someone asked, “that your 
parents forced Marlon into the engagement 
by inserting that advertisement in the 
Toulon newspaper?” 

“Isn’t it a fact,” another reporter queried, 
“that your parents were ious when 
they learned about the holiday you and 
Marlon had spent in Paris? Isn’t that why 
they put that ad in the paper?” 

Instead of waxing indignant, Josane 
merely smiled. “My parents put that an- 
nouncement in the paper,” she said, “with 
Marlon’s full approval.” : 

“TI wonder,” she was asked, “if you would 
care to show us your engagement ring.” 

“Ym sorry,” Josane said. “I am not going 
to show it. I carry it in my handbag.” 

“When will you be married?” 

“T think we will be married in America. 
Maybe in June.” 

“In Rome yesterday, Mademoiselle, your 
fiancé was quoted as saying that he has 
to make two films in England before he can 
go to New York and marry you.” 

“Nonsense,” Josane, said. “He doesn’t 
have to make any film in England. I don’t 
know where you heard that.” 

A BLACK CAR pulled up to the airport exit. 
Josane got in and drove off. On No- 
vember 8 she landed in New York, still be- 
wildered at the public’s refusal to attribute 
Brando’s betrothal to love. : 

As you read this, it is probable that Jos- 
ane and Marlon are in Hollywood where 
Bud is preparing to star in Guys And Dolls 
for Sam Goldwyn. 

The conjecture on the lasting qualities 
of a Brando-Berenger marriage is endless. 

According to one view, largely feminine, 
Brando will never marry Josane; just be- 
fore the wedding he will get cold feet. 

According to another, the marriage will 
come to pass but Brando is such an im- 
possible man to live with that after a short 
while, Josane will divorce him. 

Another point of view centers around the 
belief that Brando will make an exciting 
but reliable husband and that the mar- 
riage will be lasting. 


Ou or Branpo’s closest friends says 
wearily, “Granted, Bud is neurotic, 
high-strung and unpredictable. The fact 
remains that he has had plenty of expe- 
rience with girls. If he has decided that 55 
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Josane is the wife for him, then that’s good 
enough for me. 

“Bud has tremendous power of concen- 
tration. If he concentrates on making a 
good marriage, it will be the most wonder- 
ful, wholesome marriage you can imagine. 

“T know what people are saying about 
his being a child. I know all about that. 
They’re saying he is using Josane as a 
mother replacement, that if his mother had 
lived he never would have become engaged 
to Josane. 

‘Maybe there’s some truth to that. I just 
don’t believe it. Bud and his mother were 
very close. The whole Brando family has 
always been close but he never was what 
you’d call a ‘mama’s boy.’ No, sir. Ever 
since he was nineteen, Bud has been on his 
own, more or less. When he proposed to 
her last year his mother was still living. 


“T’m sure he has every intention of going 
through with the wedding. What’s more, 
Josane will make him a perfect wife. She’s 
a fine cook, a little heavy on the garlic, 
but Bud goes in for that, also for her 
bouillabaise and the sauces she makes. 

“‘TY'm not sure, but I think she’s half- 
Italian or half Corsican. Certainly, she’s 
devoutly Catholic. When Bud left her to 
go to Italy, she went to church directly 
and prayed for his safe trip. She doesn’t 
believe in divorce and I don’t thnk Bud 
does either. : 

“He has always been crazy about kids, 
and if they have children then I’m con- 
vinced the marriage will last. 

“Between Brando’s parents there was a 
great and memorable love, and he remem- 
bers that. Brando is a remarkably sensi- 
tive man. Often in his life he has been 


lonely; he has tried to seek out the mean- 
ing in his existence. He does not find mo- 
tion picture acting very rewarding. He does 
it for the money and he’s frank about it. 
Personally, I wouldn’t be surprised if he 
quit the movies tomorrow morning and be- 
came a cattle rancher. 

“T mention this because Bud has always 
been searching for an anchor or a guide- 
post. In Josane, he has someone who will 
give his life meaning. She views marriage 
realistically and is quite tolerant. She ex-= 
pects Marlon Brando to be moody, quix- 
otic, unconventional. 

“I have never heard of a French woman 
who undertook marriage as a lark. Josane 
knows that with Brando she will have her 
hands full. But in their companionship I 
predict they will find exultation and rare 
happiness.” END 


hollywood’s young dating set 


(Continued from page 49) worked up the 
appetite of healthy young animals, they 
stowed away one of those enormous 
brunches for which the ranch is noted. 
When a long horseback ride failed to de- 
plete Lance’s mischievous energy, Melinda 
put him to work cleaning the stable. They 
roughhoused, they clowned and, at sunset, 
they had a final stroll out on the desert. 
Result: one long, lovely day as innocent 
of Hollywood pretense as you could find. 
The cost to a young actor: twelve dollars. 

“Anyone can afford the kind of dates I 
enjoy,” says Lance. “Fortunately, I don’t 
go for the girls who want you to make a 
big spread.” He does go for different kinds 
of girls for different activities because, as 
he points out, the one who shares his 
passion for the Griffith Park Observatory 
might hate bowling, which he also enjoys, 
and the one he takes bowling might be 
bored by a whole day at the beach. 


(CEES ENORG most young Holly- 
woodites prefer spur-of-the-moment 
fun to planned dates. “You can’t plan ahead 
in this business,” Columbia’s blonde and 
beautiful Cleo Moore said. “Sure as you 
work up something elaborate, the studio 
wants you to do something else—and, after 
all, our careers come first.” Cleo dates 
three or four times a week when she isn’t 
working, doesn’t drink, and goes along 
with Lance’s theory that the type to date 
depends on what’s doing. She likes all 
sports, both as a participant and a specta- 
tor, enjoys floor shows and live theatre, 
and is m-a-a-a-d for the movies. “That's 
my idea of the perfect date,” she says. “I'm 
enjoying myself and I’m learning.” 

Her date for this occasion was Brad 
Jackson, who might be described as a 
couth Marlon Brando. He’s considerably 
more conservative in his choice of wear- 
ing apparel, but there is the same refresh- 
ing forthright quality, the same dedica- 
tion to acting. “I don’t have much time for 
dating,” he says. “I’m a long way from 
perfecting my technique as an actor, and 
I attend classes five nights a week. Since I 
can only date a couple of times a month, 
I choose the girls I take out pretty care- 
fully. No particular type; it just has to be 
somebody I already know I like and can 
relax with. I love sailing and I spend as 
much time as I can skiing up at Big Bear. 
If I invite a girl, ’m going to be pretty 
sure she isn’t the clinging-vine type who 
can’t do these things right along with me. 

“T can’t stand clinging vines and I can’t 
stand barflies—male or female. Maybe I’m 
a rebel, but the way I figure it, there are 
acting actors and publicity actors, and I 
think the emphasis on being seen in those 
swank spots on the Strip is for nothing. I 


don’t want people to recognize me be-— 


cause every month they see pictures of 
me taken at Ciro’s or Mocambo. I don’t 
want an agent planting items that I’m test- 
ing for a role or I’m romancing some 
movie queen I haven’t even met. If I give 
a good performance in a picture—okay, 
write about that. But no phony build-ups. 

“That’s why I like to date a girl like 
Cleo; she’s real. I called her and said, 
‘Let’s do something together tomorrow.’ 
She didn’t make any offended feminine 
noises about such short notice, and it went 
without saying that if either of us got a 
studio call, the date was off. So we had 
dinner—not on the Strip—played minia- 


REAL RIGHT CUSTOMER 


I was standing at the sweater counter 
in Saks, Beverly Hills, waiting for a 
salesgirl. I heard her customer say: 
“Pll take two of these cashmeres and 
pick one out for yourself because you've 
been so sweet.’ I looked up and dis- 
covered that I was standing beside 
Doris Day! 

_Mrs. Lee Bankston 
Baytown ‘A, Texas 


ture golf, caught a late movie, and stopped 
for a malted on the way home. It cost only 
eight or ten bucks, but we both had fun. 
That’s the imporatnt thing. My formula for 
a successful date: comb your hair, clean 
your nails—and forget yourself.” 


[SCRE YOUNG man with an understand- 
able repugnance for nightclub dates is 
Paul Gilbert. Having first achieved promi- 
nence as a nightclub comedian, still par- 
tially earning his living through that 
medium, the quiet, serious Paul’s idea of 
heaven is to be as far away from night- 


clubs as possible when his time is his own. 
Although he maintains a well-stocked bar 
for guests, Paul never touches liquor; a 
one-girl guy, he steady-dates beauteous 
Barrie Chase. They get together about 
four times a week, usually, and when 
Paul is working their dates are likely to 
be at home. His apartment building fea- 
tures a pool in which they spend consider- 
able time, and after swimming and sunning 
Paul usually can be found slaving over a 
hot stove, preparing lunch. It’s an ideal 
arrangement; they both like his cooking. 

Paul digs speed boats, sports car racing, 
and bullfighting the most. “Where we go 
on a date, what I spend, doesn’t matter. 
The essential thing to me is that my girl 
share my enthusiasm for whatever were 
doing. ’'m just not the kind of guy to 
enjoy having my hobbies while she has 
hers; I want us to do things together. 

“Of course, comedians are kind of diffi- 
cult to peg as dates. I guess a girl doesn’t 
know what to expect of a professional 
funnyman. He’s liable to get a girl who 
accepts his invitation because she thi 
he’s comical, so he has to work all eve- 
ning entertaining her. Or the other ex- 
treme, the girl who doesn’t think he’s in 
the least funny but suspects that he’s try- 
ing to be, so she works all evening, falling 
out of her chair in appreciation when he 
says it’s a nice evening or taxes are ter- 
rible. And you can’t blame the girl; there 
are comedians who are on-stage every 
minute that they’re conscious. How is she 
supposed to know?” ; 


B= FRANCIS isn’t a steady-date man, but 
he’s a wary one to pin down to a 
comment. “Well, it figures, doesn’t it,” he 
parries ,‘that if you date one girl more 
often than the others, it’s because you 
found someone who can do and enjoy the 
things you like?” He’s an exciting combi- 
nation of the planned-in-advance and 
spur-of-the-moment type date. Joanne 
Gilbert knew what to wear, because Bob 
had mentioned dinner at Jack’s at the 
Beach when he called her, but beyond 
that nothing of the evening was planned. 
Spontaneously they agreed after eating 
that hitting the concessions on the pier 
would be a ball. If you like carrying home 
loot, Bob is the ideal companion for an 
expedition such as this, being a natural 
athlete who hits bulls-eyes with admir- 
able regularity. He’s also the man to give 
a girl the full treatment, figuring to spend 
“at least” twenty-five dollars per date— 
which might be the reason he dates only 
a couple of times a week! 


W™ HUGH O'BRIAN anything might hap- 


pen. It might be champagne and an | 


opening night on the Sunset Strip or, as 
on this date with Eve Miller, an invitation 
to spend some time together with no 


specific goal in mind. The couple had 


lunch at the Town & Country on this first © 


date, then browsed through the many 
shops there—which is as good a way as 
any of getting to know each other better. 

“Like this jacket?” Hugh asked, Eve did. 

“Hugh, look at this stunning bone 
china!” Eve exclaimed, and Hugh looked. 

If at their tender ages their pockets 
weren't loaded with the wherewithal to 
buy what they admired, they had high 
enough spirits and imagination enough to 


get a bang out of playing-like. 


A little later they were recognized by 
a group of teen-age college students tour- 
ing Hollywood, and it would be hard to 
say who enjoyed the encounter more. Evé 
and Hugh asked the visiting kids almost 
as many questions as they answered, pa- 
tiently held still for pictures and took 
pictures before they departed, leaving be- 
hind them a whole busload of new friends 
and fans. Total cost of date: about five 
bucks. Five bucks only—but they had a 
lovely time, holding hands as they win- 
dow-shopped, talking diffidently of -their 
dreams for the future, having their morale 
boosted a thousand or so per cent by the 
fact that they had been recognized. 

Hugh is one of Hollywood’s hardest 
working and most serious young actors. 
He goes out “as often as I can” because, 
unlike Brad Jackson, he feels that pub- 
licity is important. “If you get around 
often enough, the fans become familiar 
with your name and your face, they write 
letters—and studios watch fan mail.” 

A favorite escort of feminine stars, he 
may lead his date beautifully through a 
waltz, but Hugh has also been known to 
show up in church with a girl who hadn’t 
seen the inside of one in many a moon. 


[4 HUNTER, about as eligible as a bach- 

elor can get, expresses a definite pref- 
erence for the planned date. And a good 
thing, too, since his Ideal Girl takes a 


dim view of brash young men who call 


and say, “Ill be over in five minutes— 
let’s do something.” When Tab takes Lori 
Nelson out, theirs is likely to be the most 
conventional date in town. For this one, 
because they are both avid theatre ad- 
dicts, he had bought tickets for a revue 
called That's Life well in advance. Be- 
cause of a studio commitment they were 
unable to have dinner together; Tab picked 
up Lori and drove directly to the Las 
Palmas Theatre. Since he is a boy to go to 
some pains to see that everything about a 
date is just right, they found themselves 
in excellent seats behind two other famous 
first-nighters, Eleanor and Glenn Ford. 
After the show they went backstage to 
congratulate the cast, including talented 
Barbara Ruick who greeted them with her 
proud husband, Bob Horton, at her side. 
Then Lori and Tab wended their leisurely 
way homeward, talking about the perform- 
ance they had just seen, stopping on the 


_ way for a drink. It was too late for Tab to 


come in for a visit, so they parked before 
Lori’s house to talk a little longer before 
ending the evening with a warm good- 
night kiss. Cost of an average date to Tab: 
fifteen to twenty dollars. 


PEAKING OF KISSES, these Hollywood 

kids gave serious attention to a prob- 
lem that holds the interest of most teen- 
agers—what about that first-date kiss? Is 
it the right thing to do? Does a boy ex- 
pect it as his just due, having done his best 
to show the girl a good time? 

The girls formed a solid line of resist- 
ance; they were unanimously agin’ it. Lori 
put it this way: “No, not even if you like 
him. If you don’t kiss him on the first 
date—or the second—he’ll look forward to 
the next date more. He’ll think, ‘Maybe 
tonight!’?” © - 


And Cleo added, “I’ve got a seventeen- 
year-old sister, and I hope I’m getting the 
same message through her head. I definite- 
ly don’t think a hoy expects it unless the 
girl gives him some encouragement. How 
a boy behaves on a date depends entirely 
on your own conduct. You don’t owe him 
anything. Besides, suppose you go out with 
a boy for the first time and by the end of 
the evening you've decided that you can’t 
stand him. Are you going to let him kiss 
you anyway, just because you always do?” 


TT Boys didn’t exactly share these 
sentiments, but oddly enough there was 
only one who gave a positive yes to the 
question. Lance Fuller said, “Naturally I 
expect to kiss a girl on our first date. If 
there hadn’t been some physical attrac- 
tion between us, we never would have 
gone out together in the first place.” 
He didn’t say, however, whether he al- 
ways gets what he expects. 

The other handsome young eligibles 
were hopeful, perhaps, but more inclined 
to look to the way the ball bounces. Bob 
Francis said, “I certainly wouldn’t con- 
sider that a girl owed it to me. If the date 
went as well as we both hoped, if we had 
a wonderful time and liked each other as 
much as we had expected—well, if it hap- 
pens, it happens. But I wouldn’t want to 
kiss any girl because she thought it was 
expected of her.” 

“There isn’t any yeS-or-no answer,” 
was Brad Jackson’s opinion. “It’s a matter 
of instinct. You can usually tell by the 
way a girl looks at you, by the way she 
talks and laughs, if she wants you to kiss 
her. Sometimes you make a mistake and 
get the slap routine, sure, but not often. 
By the time you’ve spent a few hours with 
a girl, you ought to know whether her 
mind is on some guy in Korea, or she’s so 
wrapped up in her career that she’s afraid 
of emotional involvements. If I had any 
rule, it would be, ‘Don’t force yourself.’ ” 

Brad was even brave enough to look at 
the other side of the coin, the woman’s 
side. “I guess it’s possible, though it never 
has happened to me. Well, if at the end of 
the first date the girl would rather be 
kissed by this guy than eat for the next 
week, it still depends on her. She doesn’t 
have to make it obvious—but if she wants 
to be kissed, she'll let him know it.” 

Tab said, “I can only speak from my own 
experience, but the first time I dated Lori, 
I was too interested in finding out what 
kind of person she was to think about 
anything like that. She’s so quiet and 
modest, you know, that you really have 
to work to find out about her. I thought 
she was beautiful and talented, and I 


wanted to know more about her. I think © 


I got as far as kissing her on the cheek— 
that brother routine that I hate—but any 
time you see me kissing her now, that’s 
the genuine article! 

“As for first dates, generally, I think it’s 
a chemical thing. If you both feel that the 


way to end the date is with a kiss, you’ 


just do it. If it’s natural, it’s right.” 


HICH BRINGS to mind the handsome 

young Broadway actor who came to 
Hollywood to make a picture. After a few 
months here he had an interview with a 
newspaper columnist who asked, among 
other things, his opinion on kissing. 

He said that he did not kiss girls on 
first dates. “Nor,” he added, “on any con- 
sequent dates.” - 

“Never?” asked the incredulous report- 
er, knowing that he had been escorting 
some of Hollywood’s most glamorous stars 
to premiéres. 

“Never,” he answered firmly. 

“But why not?” 

The young man 
shrugged. “My wife won’t let me.” 


from. Broadway 
END 


HAVE A HEART 
Wherein young Bob Mitchum 


unwittingly woos his future wife. 


@ The marriage of Bob and Dorothy 
Mitchum has gone through consid- 
erable strain in the years since they 
have lived in Hollywood. Yet it has 
stood the various tests and is stronger 
than ever. It could well be they were 
fated to have such a bond through 
life, for their romance began, many 
years ago, through a fluke. 

As a boy, Mitch was never the 
romantic type, but there was a nine- 
year-old blonde named Nancy who 
lived up the street, and whose charms 
overcame him. He thought she was 
the most beautiful thing he had ever 
seen, and feeling half ashamed and 
half worshipful, he kept it a secret 
love. That is, he thought he did. But 
his sly glances in school and the 
covert way he watched Nancy from 
behind the livingroom curtains didn’t 
escape the attention of his brother 
John. And John was endowed with 
as much of the demon as Bob was. 

As Valentine’s Day approached, 
Bob spent agonizing, furtive hours 
over paper lace and hearts, creating a 
valentine he hoped would be worthy 
of Nancy. But as fate would have it, 
February 13 brought with it an at- 
tack of measles, and Bob was uncere- 
moniously bundled to bed. Next day 
he inserted the valentine into a large 
envelope and hailed his brother with 
what he hoped was nonchalance. 

_“Do me a favor, and take this up 
to Nancy’s house, will you?” 

John grinned evilly. “What is it?” 

“Oh, just some homework I prom- 
ised to help her with.” 

“No kidding?” said John. “Okay.” 

Any fool could hold the envelope 
up to the light and see the outline of 
a paper heart, so John smiled to him- 
self, and promptly delivered the val- 
entine to a girl who lived down the 
street—a dark-haired girl named 
Dorothy Spence, who eventually be- 
came Mrs. Mitchum. 
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| was born 


(Continued from page 39) say. For my part, 
I have told about my home, my parents, 
my first tooth, my dog. I have dug up my 
earliest memory and my baby pictures. I 
have told my favorite soup and my most 
embarrassing experience. Two thousand, 
five hundred and six people have asked 
how I got started in movies. And I’ve 
told them. Twice that many have asked 
when I’m going to get married. “Born in 
1925?” they say. “How about getting mar- 
ried?” They’ve asked me what kind of 
women I like and what kind of women I 
don’t like. And I’ve told them. I’ve never 
been able to understand why anybody 
cares about any of it, but then, this sort of 
thing is all part of being a movie actor. 
So I do it. It got so I almost felt sorry 
for myself, but now I sympathize with the 


~ press, doomed to earn its bread by writing 
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about squeezed lemons. 

Today’s interview was with a female I 
shall call Jane because her parents did it 
first. Kate, the studio publicist, phoned me 
about it yesterday. “Meet us at the Wild 
Goose at twelve o'clock,” she said. 

“What’s the angle of this one?” I inquired 
foolishly. 

“Angle!” spluttered Kate. “Angle! Are 
you kidding? There aren’t any left.” Kate 
is really a very nice person, one of my 
favorite people. I like her because she 
understands this business so well. And 
she understands me. She ought to. She’s 
been on all 450 interviews. And she in- 
sults me quite neatly. “Don’t be late,” 
she said before she hung up. 

I was late, of course. This is because I 
got up at eleven, which was too soon, and 
not being one to waste time, I dropped in 
to visit the mother of a friend of mine. 
Honest. And so I got to the Wild Goose 
fifteen minutes late. Kate and Jane were 
already there, sitting near the fireplace. 

“Hi,” said Jane. Jane is the easy-going 
type, unlike those reporters who have a 
stabbed look when they interview you. 
She gives the impression that she doesn’t 
care whether she gets a story or not. 

“You're late,” said Kate. 

“Now, now,” I said, easing myself into 
the booth. The girls had been considerate 
enough to leave the spot for me that faced 
the fire. It also faced another booth con- 
taining two likely looking females, so I 
congratulated myself. “Don’t rant at me,” 
I told Kate. “I was a little early, so I 
dropped in to see old Mrs. Jones. I was 
doing a goodness.” 

“Well, do your goodnesses on your own 
time,” Kate retorted. “We've got to be 
at Joe’s office at two for pictures, then—” 

“Sure,” I said. “We'll make it.” 

“It’s been a long time,” Jane said. “We’ve 
both been places since the last interview. 
You’ve been to Europe, I’ve been to 
Europe.” 

“You've been to Europe?” I said. “Isn’t 
it great? Isn’t Italy sensational?” 

“Jane’s interviewing you,’ Kate said. 

“Okay,” said Jane. “How did you like 
Europe?” 

“IT loved it,” I said. 

“He’s given five stories on Europe,” said 
Kate. 

“Oh,” said Jane. 

And that reminded me. 
going to talk about?” I said. 

“I apologize,” Jane said. “I’m fresh out. 
Let’s just talk, maybe we'll think of some- 
thing.” Then she gave me an evil grin. 
“How about women for a subject?” 

I picked up a table knife and ran it 
across my throat. And then the waiter 
hove to. I ordered lunch for the ladies 
and speculated on my own. It had to be 
breakfast-ish. “Eggs,” I said. “About 
three of them scrambled. And sausage— 


“What are we 


link sausage—and some 
em up a little. And toast.” 

“How about acting for a subject?” Jane 
said, and the waiter started to go away. 

‘ eens me,” I said, and called the waiter 
ack. 

“He hasn’t finished ordering,” Kate told 
Jane. 

“Hasn’t finished?” 

“Not anywhere near,” said Kate. “He 
eats.” 

“I want something to start with,” I told 
the waiter. “Fruit cup. A big one. And 
coffee. And some sliced tomatoes.” Then 
Iturned to Jane. “Excuse me again. Would 
you like a cocktail or some wine?” 

“Wine would be nice,” she said. 

So I ordered some Chablis. “Did you 
ever drink Beaujolais over there?” I 
said. 

“How about acting?” Kate prompted. 

“Acting? I’m still learning. Which hasn’t 
discouraged six stories on the subject.” 

“Maybe food,’ persisted Jane. 

“He’s done it,’ Kate said. “All about 
frogs’ legs and hominy grits.” 

Jane ploughed forward. ‘“Philosophize 
on life?” 

I smiled at her,.a little sickly. “Done to 
a crisp. Discourses on customs, solitude, 
prayers, fear and fortune. And the writers 
made me sound like Schopenhauer. Scho- 
penhauer on a bad day, granted, but the 
did a good gilding job.” 


j= STABBED the tablecloth in a trium- 
phant gesture with her fork. “See? 
You’re articulate! You're intelligent! I 
keep telling you there’s something under 
all your malarkey.” Now, Jane always 
says this. She suspects hidden depths. She 
thinks because I read an occasional book I 


Fred Allen says he's on a strict 
salt-free diet. : 

“In fact," he says, “when I re- 
turned to New York from Holly- 
wood, | took the northern roufte— 
to avoid any contact with Salt 
Lake City." —Paul Denis 


have a brain lurking somewhere. It’s just 
wishful thinking, because she wants a 
new slant on me. 

“Tet’s do one,” she said now, “on your 
heretofore unknown brilliance.” 

“Mine?” I said. 

Jane sighed. “About travel—have you 
told everybody everything about Europe? 
Isnt there anything left?” 

“A bit,” I said. “But a gentleman keeps 
some things to himself.” 

‘mm not prying, son,” said Jane. “Just 
asking. I recall your first trip was spent 
on Guernsey Island. With a lot of cows, 
and that you didn’t have time to see any- 
thing. But this last summer you must 
have been all over the place.” 

“I was,” I said, “and to tell the truth 
there’s nothing I like to talk about better.” 
So I told her how, once I got away on my 
own, and didn’t have to stay at plush hotels 
and such, I’d breezed all-over the continent, 
eating at restaurants that never had seen 
an American, and hotels the same way. 
I made it on six dollars a day, not in an 
effort to stint on spending, but trying to 
find the places that weren’t commercialized. 
I told her how I’d always hated to be alone, 
but that in Europe I’d learned to like it. 
How sometimes, in the middle of the night, 
I’d go out for long walks, all alone. 

And then the waiter arrived with the 
lunch, which included a ten-inch dinner 
plate of hashed brown potatoes. 

“Are you going to eat all those potatoes?” 
Jane asked. 

“No,” I lied. “You want some?” 

“Thanks, Ill stick to my chicken crépes,” 
she said. 


SS Te eae DNS TS Tae PE eS 
otatoes. Hash 


I shifted in my seat and my sho 


es landed 


in a new spot with a crunching sound. | 


“Were those your feet?” I apologized to 
Jane. “Or yours?” I said to Kate. 

“Mine,” said Jane with a grimace. “Was 
it just shoes?” 

Kate laughed. “When you sit at a table 
with Rock, you learn to keep your feet 
tucked under your chair. We get fewer 
fractures that way.” 

“J found a new love in Venice,” I said, 
and Jane leaned forward as though some- 
body had shoved her. 

“You did?” 

“Water skiing,” I said, and Jane col- 
lapsed like a punctured balloon. I told 
her about it anyway. How I saw the skis 
for rent on the Lido pier, and thought I'd 
take a crack at it. Id tried it once or 
twice in California, but on ,the Adriatic 
it was better. I got so fascinated with 
it that I went skiing three times a day. 
And then I tried it on the Bay of Naples, 
and that was something Ill never forget. 
It was at night and there was a full moon, 
and the water was just like glass, so clear 
that you could see to the bottom. That 
was the night the Neapolitan Music Festival 
was going on in Naples, and the whole 
city was lighted up. I was staying with 
a friend who owned an island just off 
the shore and had a villa that took up the 
whole island. The kitchen and the tele- 
phone were on the shore, and they had 
to row seventy-five feet every time they 
brought food to the dining room. 

“Nobody’ll believe it,” Jane said. “Wasn’t 
it awfully annoying when the phone rang?” 

“You know how they are,” Isaid. “They 
just shrugged and got into the boat for 
the voyage.” ; 

“IT know how they are,” said Jane, “but 
lots of readers would doubt it.” 

“You want some of my potatoes?” I 
asked Kate. And dear old Kate came 
through by saying no, but did I want some 
of ..¢. chicken‘ So 4 helped myself to her 
crépes, and Jane’s eyed widened. } 

“Pardon me, I missed my cue last time,” 
she said. “Do you want some of my 
chicken?” 

I turned it down—a guy has to draw 
the line somewhere—and went on to tell 
her about that night on the island off 
Naples. The music came floating over the 
water from the city, and the moon rose 
just above Vesuvius, and I sat on a balcony 
of my friend’s villa sipping a drink and 
thinking Italy was a pretty fine place, 
that it was nice to be alone, and I didn’t 
think I’d ever mind being alone again. 

“Now that you live alone over here,” 
said Jane, “are you happy? And don’t 
you find it easier to play your records 
without having to worry about annoying 
someone else?” 

“They go all the time,” I said. “And in 
Naples I bought recordings of all that 
wonderful Neapolitan music.” 

“T know an original question,’ Jane 
said. “What picture did you just finish, 
and what are you going to do next?” 

“Just did Captain Lightfoot in Ireland. 
Next Tacey Cromwell—I’m a gambler in it.” 

She bent over her notebook to write the 
movie titles. “How old are you?” I said, 
and Kate shot me a dagger from her eyes. 


ANE JUST GRINNED at me, but Kate began 
to lecture. “Rock Hudson, don’t ever 
ask a woman her age!” She turned to Jane. 
“He did that just once—he loves to shock 
people—and I could cheerfully have shot 
him. It was a woman writer older than 
y ou—” : 
“Nobody’s older than I am,” Jane said. 
“And besides, it was me. I, that is. It was 
about two years ago, and I was so surprised 
by the question that I answered him before 
I could stop myself.” 
“T remember,” I said. “We were all in 


the trailer on the back lot when I was 
making God’s Country, and I had my shoes 
off. What did you end up with for a story 
that time?” 

“Tt was about women,” Jane said. “What 
else? When are you going to get married, 
Hudson?” 

“You know what I’m going to do?” I 
said. “I’m going to tell every reporter 
I sée for six straight weeks that Ill never 
get married, and then I’m going to turn 
around and do it.” 

“Dear boy,” said Kate. 

“T understand,” said Jane, “that you’ve 
been dating a new girl this week.” 

I grinned at her. “Phyllis,” I said. And 
then there was a long silence. 

“Well?” said Kate. “What about Phyllis? 
Who is she?” 

“Phyllis,” I said, and grinned again. 
“Phyllis.” 

“Gee, thanks,” said Jane. “All right, 
what don’t you like about women?” 

“T don’t like "em maudlin,” I said. “The 
kind that start philosophizing about life 
and look as though they’re being wheeled 
into surgery. They get real sad and deep, 
and between lipstick applications they tell 
you how. the world is going to pot and 
nobody really loves anybody else. And 
when they express an opinion that’s nine 
miles off beam and you ask how they 
know that, they give you a shuddering sigh 
and say, ‘Because I am a woman.’ Me, I like 
a goin’ gal, who’s all for laughs.” 

“Just suppose I trap you on that state- 
ment,” said Jane. “Once I talked to a girl 
who told me she’d had many conversa- 
tions with you on the subject of the an- 
cient philosophers versus the modern phil- 
osophers. She had lent you a pile of 
books and according to her, you came forth 
with some very weighty thoughts.” 

“Me?” I said, and refilled the glasses. 

‘Jane sipped at hers. “Some day I’m 
going to find out what’s underneath that 
front you put on. You can’t convince me 
that you're nothing more than a, big 
lovable clown.” 

“That's not the way you do it,” I said. 
“This is the way it’s done.” I leaned 
over and stared deep into her eyes. “Tell 
me,” I monotoned, “what’s the real story?” 

She laughed. “T’ll bet you get sick of 
being interviewed.” 


ATE KICKED ME under the table, so I just 
smiled. 

“Tell me,” said Jane, “isn’t it ‘pretty 
awful when you're dating a girl and col- 
umnists keep insisting you’re going to 
marry her? I mean, how on earth do you 
feel when you pick up the girl on the next 
date? You know she’s read the items, and 
you must be very embarrassed.” 

“You just answered your own question,” 
I said. “It’s awful.” 

The waiter came over for the dessert 
order. Girls will be girls so they didn’t take 
any, but I went over the list, a good gooey 
one, and settled on chocolate cake. — 

“Some interview,” muttered Kate. 

“J know what,” Jane said. “Tell me about 
your landladies. You’ve lived in so many 
places out here, there must be some 
stories.” 

Kate kicked me again, and I said I’d be 
better off if I didn’t go into the subject. Jane 
persevered. “T’'ll bet they all think because_ 
you're a bachelor and a movie star you’l] 
give wild parties and break up the furni- 
ture.” 

“T don’t,” I answered. “Scout’s honor.” 

“You entertained in that one place—that 
was the only time,” said Kate, “It was way 
up on a hill and suited for a party because 
you didn’t have any close neighbors.” 

“You mean the place on Coldwater?” I 


said. “Or the one on Woodrow Wilson?” 


“Tt was up on Kings Road, or maybe it 
was the house.” 


Weeks ago 

no reconciliation 
seemed possible 
for the Pecks. 
But here’s the 


latest word: 


FUTURE INDEFINITE 


™ When Gregory Peck was in Holly- 
wood a few months ago, he agreed 
to be interviewed “provided there is 
no discussion of my personal life.” 

Greg and his wife, Greta, had 
agreed upon a divorce and Greg 
simply did not want to explain Ve- 
ronica Passanie or Hildegarde Neff 
or any of the other glamorous 
women correctly and_ incorrectly 
thought to be part of his personal 
life overseas. 

“All Pll say,” he admitted, “is that 
what Greta and I have decided upon 
is the best thing for the boys.” 

The Pecks have three sons ranging 
in age from nine to four, Jonathan, 
Stephen and Carey. 

Greg has always spent as much 
time as possible with them. He in- 
sisted that the entire family accom- 
pany him to Rome two years ago 
before he started Roman Holiday 
with Audrey Hepburn. 

When the Pecks began quarreling, 
Greta took the children back to Cali- 
fornia. Greg grew so lonesome that 
he cabled and asked if Jonathan 
could fly over to spend the Christ- 
mas holidays with him in Switzer- 
land. Greta allowed their nine-year- 
old Jonathan to go. 

Greg spent almost a month in 
California last time. He took his 
boys on a trip to the mountains. But 
he’s soft-hearted and sentimental and 


_he just couldn’t explain that he would 


no longer live in the same home with 
them. They still don’t know about 
the divorce. 

He spoke about Moby. Dick, the— 
picture he has just finished in Ire- 
land. He told the boys about letting 
his beard grow and wearing a peg- 
leg for the part. And he told them 
about his adventures in Ceylon where 
he made The Purple Plain. 

Then he flew back to Europe, Moby 
Dick, and Veronica Passanie, his 
twenty-one-year-old Parisian travel- 


ing companion. According to reports 
he was unusually meditative, ex- 
tremely pensive. 

One week end he turned up at 
Claridge’s Hotel in London, sat down 
at a table and ordered a glass of 


milk. 


After a while he was disturbed be- 
cause people were staring at him. 
(“I£ I live to be a hundred,” he says, 
“T’ll never get used to being stared 
at. It gives me the feeling that I’ve 
forgotten to put on my pants or 
something.”) Greg got up and 
walked away. He didn’t look happy. 

Gregory Peck is scheduled to ar- 
rive in Hollywood any day now, and 
as yet, his wife has not filed for a 
divorce. And now it seems that Greg 
may be not too anxious for one. 

An agent who knows him well 
says, “He’s changed a lot these last 
few months. Seems more settled. The 
thing you have to remember about 
Greg is that he’s a guy who never 
had a fling until he went to Europe. 

“My own opinion is that a year or 
so ago Greg got taken with Euro- 
pean ways, the glamour of something 
new, the idolatry of the women, the 
superiority of the men. But all of 
that is gone now. 

“This fellow is no expatriate. He’s 
not going to give up a wife and fam- 
ily and California living and settle 
down for good in London or Paris 
or Rome. 

“And he loves his boys too much 
to want each of them to be what he 
was—a child of divorce. That’s why 
I think. a__reconeiliation—is— very 
possible.” 

Another of Peck’s friends insists, 
however, “That Veronica Passanie 
has got her hooks in this guy, but 
good. And European women don’t 
let go of any man without a fight. A 
fellow needs a lot of will power. 
Greg’s hour of decision is coming 
very close.” 59 


‘TJ think you mean the one with all the 
steps, I forget where it was.” 

“What about landladies?” Jane insisted. 

“Let’s say some were peachy, some were 
cheeky,” I said. 

“Let’s get back to Europe. I’m safer 
there,” said Jane. j 

“Amen,” said Kate. 


0 I TOLD about how cold and dismal Paris 

had been and how I met a guy I knew 
when I was having lunch there, and how 
afterward we saw a travel poster about 
sunny Italy and how the next morning we 
were in Rome. We went in from the airport 
along the Appian Way, lined with ruins of 
old walls and steeped in quiet. Maybe a cow 
or two along the way. If I half closed my 
eyes I could see the Roman legions march- 
ing along the ancient cobblestones. I told 
how Id first gone into St. Peter’s and how 
a shaft of light had come down through the 


dome and given a golden light to a piece of 
marble statuary. And I told how I loved 
Austria, even better than Switzerland. And 
how director Douglas Sirk had said, “In 
Paris work is distasteful, but in Vienna it’s 
unhealthy.” And how Id met Ginger 
Rogers and her husband in Italy and Gin- 
ger and Jacques and I went to the beach 
and how much fun it was to eat spaghetti 
washed down with Chianti on the beach 
instead of hot dogs and cokes. 

“Hey,” said Kate. “How many reporters 
have grilled you on Europe? Jane doesn’t 
want a story on Europe. Do you, Jane?” 

“TI don’t know what I want,” Jane said. 

“You like soufflé?” I asked. “I almost 
souffié-ed myself to death.” 

“Doesn’t it take something away from 
your memories when you have to tell so 
many people about it?” Jane asked. 

“What I should have done, when I had 
time coming back on the Queen Mary, was 
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to write down what I did in each country, 
and relegate a different country to each 
writer.” I shifted, and again my shoes came 
down on something that didn’t feel like 
the floor. ; 

“Quch,” said Jane. “What size do you 
wear?” 

“There are some questions I won’t an- 
swer,” I said. 

“Tll ask this one again,” Jane said. “Don’t 
you get sick of the goldfish bowl existence? 
Have you ever had your shirt torn off or 
been asked to kiss sniffly babies or auto- 
graph some woman’s sneakers?” 

“Tf those things happen, then I’m lucky. 
The only time I got miffed ale: when I 
sneaked out of town to visit my grand- 
mother in Mobile. I flew to New Orleans 
and grabbed another plane to Mobile, and 
no sooner got there than a New York 
paper phoned and wanted to know if it was 
true I had eloped with Marilyn Monroe. 

“A. I was traveling alone. 

“B. I never met Marilyn Monroe. 
~ “B, 1. My grandmother doesn’t faintly re-- 
semble Marilyn. . 

“C. I hadn’t. told anybody where I was 
going and still haven’t the dimmest idea 
how the paper found out, much less got 
the telephone number. : 

“Then the local paper sent over re- 
porters and photographers, and soon the 
front lawn was covered with people. I even 
caught one kid climbing through a window 
into my room to swipe my clothes. The 
paper had printed the telephone number, 
too, so I finally had to leave so my grand- 
mother could live in peace again.” 

“The price of fame,” said Jane. 

“Yeah,” I said. “Say, isn’t that Joyce Hol- 
den over there?” 

“Where?” said Kate. 

“Over there. In that booth.” 

“Why don’t you wear your glasses?” Kate 


aid. ; 3 

Ht didn’t know you wore glasses,” Jane 
said. 

“Him?” said Kate. “He can’t see wood 
for trees. Once he was driving me some- 
where and when I saw a road sign I men- 
tioned we were seven miles from our des- 
tination. ‘One mile,’ said Rock. I looked 
again and the seven was as big as a Black 
Maria but he kept saying it was one mile 
and I began to wonder if he could see the 
road.” 

“Well,” said Jane. “I got something new. 
He wears glasses.” She looked at me. “When 
are you going to open the door and let me 
know what youre like inside?” 

“Maybe sometime,” I said. “Did I ever 
tell you about the place in Palm Springs 
where I go to get away from it all? It’s a 
one-room shack away off in the desert. Has 
an outhouse, no electricity. Its wonderful. 
Real quiet.” 

Kate sat up. “Is that the place we're going 
this week-end for MopERN SctREEN pic- 
tures?” 


<i ” 


“J can hardly wait,’ groaned Kate. 


ANE CLOSED her notebook and looked at 

me vaguely. “I’m finished—I think.” So 
we stood up and walked out to the parking 
lot, and then I noticed that Jane was be- 
ginning to get that stabbed look. 


“You get enough—or anything—for a 


‘story?” I said-to her. 

“Oh, I don’t know,” she said. “Let’s see. 
Europe and big feet and glasses and Europe 
and a hidden brain, I think, and Phyllis 
and soufflé and Europe.” 

“He’s done Europe,” interposed Kate. 

“Yes, I know,” said Jane thoughtfully. 
“Well, at least he was born.” 

She wandered off to her car, immersed 
in thought. I noticed her shoulders were 
sagging a bit and I felt sorry for her. So I 
came home and wrote this up and I’m going 
to send it to her. Maybe itll give her some 
ideas. I want to help. I really do. END 
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There are 1-to 3-hour periods each day, doctors . 
say, when your skin is in danger—open to 

such serious troubles as stretched pores... 
coarsened texture...crackingand “shriveling.” 

These periods of skin “un-balance” occur 

right after you wash your face. In washing 

away dirt, you also remove natural skin 

protectors. Nature takes 1 to 3 hours to restore 

these vital protectors. Meanwhile, your 

defenseless skin “dies” a little ... 


Read how great beauties of the social world 
prevent the damaging effects of skin ““un-balance” 


After each washing, 're-balance”’ your skin 


Whether you consider your skin 
dry, oily or so-called “normal”, 
whether you are in your teens or 
your forties—your skin is susceptible 
to this problem of “un-balance”’ 
after washing— 


Your face feels drawn-tight 
Looks blotchy . . . often “burns” 


Should you step washing your face? 
“Not at all,” skin specialists say— 
“but after each washing. ‘re-balance’ 
your skin instantly...” 


60 times faster than Nature 
A quick Pond’s Cold Creaming after 
washing “re-balances” your skin in 
1 minute—at least 60 times faster 
than Nature. It combats dryness. 
Restores elasticity. Keeps pore- 
openings clear. Keeps skin texture 
fine and smooth. 


Always a deep clearing 
at bedtime 
Besides “re-balancings””. after each 
washing, your skin needs a thorough 


clearing at night. A deep Pond’s Cold 


Creaming dislodges water-resistant 
dirt from the pores. Keeps skin 
looking fresh, vibrant. 

Start now to give your skin this 
complete beauty care with Pond’s 
Cold Cream. Soon friends will be 
saying, “What have you done to 
yourself—you're looking radiant!” 
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Sof ming Smoorhins 


The world’s most-famous beauty 
formula—never duplicated, never 
equaled. Get a large jar —begin giving 
your skin this simple, complete beauty 
care soon. More women use and love 
Pond’s Cold Cream than any other face 
cream ever made. 
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The Comtesse is the daughter of the late Sir Oswald Birley, England’s 

court painter; and a member of a famous French family, dating back to 
the Crusades. She has unerring fashion:sense, is keenly aware of the 
rewards of effective skin care. “The most important part of my com- 

plexion care comes immediately after washing,” she says. “I never leave 
my skin un-protected an instant, but restore it to normal at once with 
Pond’s Cold Cream. And at night, I always have a deep Pond’s cleansing.” 


the tall one 


(Continued from page 35) fallen behind 
‘the headboard. It was The Little World 
Of Don Camillo. I must remember where 
it is, he thought. But the sadness? He 
straightened out in bed, looked out the 
window at the San Fernando Valley and 
a sky that was cool and blue now, but 
would soon be hot and blue, and waited 
for a prompting. Then it came to him 
that this was to be the last.day of Foxfire. 

Too often, he knew, when an actor is 
working, he can hardly wait for his -as- 
signment to end. He himself had, thanked 
his stars a few times when making films 
he would just as soon forget. But Foxfire 
had been different.. The role had caught 
his interest and had filled his thoughts as 
no other had in a long time. Everyone in 
the picture enjoyed working in it, he knew, 
from the whole cast to the pleasant girl 
who starred opposite him (and he saw 
Jane Russell’s face as he had caught. it 
the other day when he happened to be 
doing a difficult scene with her. Momen- 
tarily out of camera range, she had dared 
to break her expression for a fleeting smile 
of encouragement) . 

He couldn’t help a reminiscent smile 
growing on his own face now, in recollec- 
tion, and probably he would have gone 
on thinking about Jane and the incident 
‘had not his alarm clock given the sudden, 
ominous click. Quickly Jeff swung his 
hand over to the clock and choked it 
off. He felt better because he always 
liked to beat it to the punch. Chandler 
wins again! he announced to nobody in 
particular. Snapping the blanket away 
from him he swung his body out of bed— 
as usual unadorned by pajamas—and 
headed all six feet, four inches of it for 
the shower. On the way he passed a full- 
length mirror and sneered at his reflec- 
tion. That’ll keep you from overacting to- 
day, he told himself. 

As the water sprayed over him, he fell 
to thinking about the apartment he was in 
—a one-bedroom apartment, with living- 
room, kitchen and dinette—that was the 
second (or perhaps third) roost he had 
lived in since he had left the ranks, of the 
married. First there had been that place 
out in -West Los Angeles—nice, but he 
had been brand new again to apartment 
life and somehow he couldn’t consider 
himself set there. Then there was the 
house out in Apple Valley. He liked that 
but not until helicopters were as available 
and practical as cars could he work in a 
Hollywood studio and live in Apple Val- 
ley. So that had brought him to this 
apartment in Coldwater Canyon, not far 
from the studio, and he should be satisfied 
here but he wasn’t. And he began to 
think of a place he had once seen out in 
Sherwood Forest, deep in the valley, yet 
not too far for daily commuting. Maybe 
that would be it. And he would build a 
house out there. Apartments were not for 
men of his size and habits. 


INE MINUTES after Jeff Chandler got out 
of bed he was standing before his 
wardrobe in a pair of shorts, trying to 
make a selection from the ten suits and 
five pairs of slacks. He hummed a few bars 
from the title song of Foxfire (which he 
had written with Studio Composer Hank 
Mancini) and then reached to one side in 
the wardrobe for something that had not 
even been hanging in sight—a white, terry 
cloth coverall. He pulled it on, stuck his 
feet into a pair of loafers and headed 
downstairs for the car. He was thinking 
of the open house he and Tony Curtis were 
to throw that afternoon in their new ad- 
joining dressingrooms. 
Yet that didn’t stay in his mind by any 
means. No sooner was he in his car than 


he began turning the radio dials, trying to. 


bring in Dick Whittingill, the morning 
disc jockey at Kmpc, who might possibly 
be playing a certain song recorded recent- 
ly for Decca records by one J. Chandler. 
It was always kind of funny to hear your 
own voice coming out of the ether to you. 
But he didn’t hear his voice. He didn’t 
even hear Whittingill on his first try. On 
his dialing way to Kmpc. he heard some- 
one else mention his name. A commen- 
tator was telling the world that Jeff had 
been seen the night before, escorting one 
of Hollywood’s newest beauties—a girl of 
just the right kind of hazy repute to make 
her activities ripe subject matter for all 
the columnists. In a mechanical sort of 
way Jeff fell to wondering who had seen 
them. Then he sat up suddenly. Wait a 
minute! He hadn’t been out the night be- 
fore; he had gone to bed reading a book. 
Furthermore, he didn’t even know the girl 
in question! Oh, well. He dismissed it 
from his mind and went hunting for 
Whittingill again. When he found him 
Dick was playing Sinatra records. Jeff 
decided to listen. A fellow can always 
learn something. _ 

A slight ache developed in his shoulders 
as he drove and he squared them back to 
stretch out of it. He knew the cause; he 
had the slight misfortune of being longer 
than his bed. When he got that new 


Between takes on the set of There's 
No Business Like Show Business, 
composer Irving Gertz tells Lionel 
Newman (who's supervising The 
Monroe's music in this film) of an 
experience he had with an inde- 
pendent movie producer. It seems 
that Gertz and the producer were 
discussing the price for composing 
an original score for the latter's 
next movie. 

"Remember what they say," said 
the producer. “A score is good 
only when the audience isn't aware 
of the music.” 

“No argument there," replied 
Gertz, “but what has that got to 
do with our financial discussion?” 

"Plenty," said the producer. “Do 
you think I'm going to pay you big 
money for the music the audience 


doesn't even HEAR?" 
Sidney Skolsky in 
The New York Post 


house there would have to be an extra- 


' sized bed in it, one in which he could lie 


full out without touching top or bottom, 
or hanging partly over the edge. Just as 
he turned off the freeway, and with the 
studio only half a block away, Sinatra 
finished his last number on the radio and 
the disc jockey, Whittingill, announced the 
song Jeff had recorded, “Always.” Jeff 
wanted to hear it but decided he was too 
near the studio to be caught listening to 
himself sing. And this shouldn’t really 
be, he mused. An actor must make faces 
at himself and a singer must listen to him- 
self, even as an artist must watch what 
his fingers draw—yet it would almost al- 
ways be interpreted as an indication of 
vanity. He pulled up just inside the gate 
and headed for the commissary. , 


‘ 


Aes THE FIRST person he saw inside 
was Tony Curtis. Jeff waved his sign 
for “the usual” to the waitress and sat 
down beside Tony. 

“How are the deltoids?” demanded 
Tony. 

“Hardening, really hardening,’ Jeff re- 
plied. “And how are your Latissimus 
Dorsi? Fine, I heard.” 

Tony nodded grudgingly. “Well,” he 
grunted, “that’s what Marvin says, but I 
suspect flattery.” 

Jeff laughed—which was what Tony had 


in mind anyway, he knew. What they © 


were talking about, of course, were 


muscles of the shoulders and upper body, 
and Marvin was Marvin Hart, a physical 
trainer whose mission was to keep them 
in shape. But what tickled Jeff was the 
picture of Tony. even pretending he was 


‘worried about this. At Tony’s age muscles 


need little besides being let alone. 

“What really interests me,” said Jeff, “is 
something I read the other day.” 

“To wit?” urged Tony. 

“That muscles weigh more than fat,” 
Jeff went on. “Now this must mean that 
if a person takes exercise because he or 
she is fat, parts of the body are being de- 
veloped and enlarged, the muscles I mean, 
which weigh more than the fat which is 
being taken off. What do you make of 
that?” 

Tony put his hand to his head. “You 
can’t win!” he cried. But then he got an- 
other idea. “The answer may be—don’t 
exercise too hard,” he announced. 


Is BREAKFAST came—two eggs over, dry 
toast and blaek coffee, and he pitched 
in, talking to Tony about the party they 
planned for the afternoon, until Tony had 
to run off for an early call. One of the 
boys from the publicity department slid 
into the empty seat. “Is it true,” he 
asked, “that a certain guy went out with 
a certain girl like I heard about on the 
air this morning?” : : 
‘It is true,” replied Jeff, “that when I 
go out with some young lady with whom 
I’m proud to be seen nobody ever seems to 
see us and nothing is ever said about it. 
But when I do not go out with someone 
I would be very unlikely to go out with, 
there are long bulletins about this event 
which never took place.” 
“That’s what I thought,” said the other. 
‘J just wanted to be able to act as your 
spokesman with reasonable assurance that 
I was telling the truth. I knew someone 
had made a mistake. I’m glad it was the 
columnist, not you.” 
Jeff nodded. “My escutcheon remains 
stainless, or blotless.” 


HE WALKED to his new dressingroom 
and felt quite an anticipatory pleasure 
knowing he was going to see it again. The 
term “dressingroom” was the understate- 
ment of all time, he felt, as a description 
of this handsome suite of livingroom, den- 
office, kitchen and bath, which some mas- 
ter decorator’s hand had laid out. Every 
appointment, from the sparkling, full- 
length wall mirrors to the soft depths of 
the divan and great easy chairs was on a 
luxury level. When he opened the door 
he stood there, as he took it all in, and 
wondered again how it had all happened. 

“It?s incredible!” he thought, closing 
the door and taking off his coveralls to 
put on the rough khaki outfit, with half 
Wellington boots, that made up his cos- 
tume in Foxfire. “How did that Brooklyn 
kid ever get here? Who even let him get 
a start? Who thought he was worth 
bothering with?” 


HE was sti filled with wonder when 
he reached the set. Passing Jane’s 
portable dressingroom he put on a show 
of peeking inside. She was in a chair get- 
ting her hair brushed. “Hi!” she waved. 
“Don’t tell me any funny stories when I 
get out to talk to you. Remember, these 
are sad scenes we’re doing this morning.” 

“All my scenes are sad!” he countered, 
as if boasting, and went ahead to his por- 
table dressingroom and started looking 
over the script. When he felt he had a 
ready command of the lines he stepped out 
again and he and Jane talked until a call 
for them came from the cameras. Jane 
looked up at him. 

“All right, Tall One, let’s go,” she said, 
smiling. 

As they walked (Continued on page 64) 
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(Continued from page 62) together, Jeff 
reflected that this was her way of remind- 


ing him how pleased she had been when . 


she knew they would work together. She 
had said nice things the first time they had 
met on the picture—about his voice, his 
acting, and then, with a thankful sigh, she 
had finished up, “...and to be working 
with a real big-sized man at last! You don’t 
know how much it does for me! After 
all, I need a little realism if I am going to 
be able to act with any conviction!” 

There were a good number of scenes to 
be canned. this last day and the crew, very 
much on its toes, worked smoothly to 
make the transitions from one sequence 
to another. Jeff was glad there wasn’t too 
much time to think of anything except 
the shots-he had to do. Lunchtime over- 
took him before he had any idea he was 
hungry, but then, in that instant, he craved 
a great meal. It was horrible sometimes 
to be big and become the victim of an 
appetite gone suddenly voracious. “Down 
boy!” he mumbled to himself, and when 
he got to the table in the commissary he 
ordered a hamburger steak. 

Jane came to the table and ordered a 
chef’s salad. Her mother, Mrs. Geraldine 
Russell, was visiting, and joined them for 
lunch. A little later Aaron Rosenberg, 
the producer, and Joe Pevney, the direc- 
tor, sat down. Soon Jane was into her 
favorite subject—how to stimulate legis- 
lation easing the restrictions of child 
adoption. She had become an expert on 
adoption, Jeff realized, and so interested 
in it that she was’ interesting to listen to. 
As she talked on he found himself think- 
ing about Jamie and Dana, and _ was 
warmed by the thought that he would be 
talking to his little daughters soon. 


When Meyer Davis was in Rome he 
lunched with Fernandel, the French 
film star. A girl approached them 
and asked the actor to baptize the 
stuffed dog she was carrying. "You 
have seen me as ‘Don Camillo,’ 
little girl," Fernandel told the 
child. “That was a movie. I am 
not a real priest" ... "That does 
not matter,” said the child. “This 
dog is not real, either.” 


Leonard Lyons in 
The New York Post 


HAT AFTERNOON Jane and Jeff did the 

scene they called “The break-up,” in 
which she had to accuse him of wanting to 
treat her like a squaw and making her 
walk ten paces behind him. It was Jeff's 
last scene in the picture. Jane had another 
two scenes to do without him. 

“I’m through,” he told her. “I’m going 
Bock to my dressingroom and Ill see you 
ater.” 

“Pve still got work to do,” she wailed. 
“See, ’m always behind you! Two scenes 
—ten paces—but behind!” 

He went back to his dressingroom, 
changed now to one. of several suits he 
kept there, and prepared to welcome his 
housewarming guests. He opened his own 
door wide and he sent someone for Tony’s 
key to throw open the door to his dress- 
ingroom as well. He had no idea where 
Tony was, but he suspected that some spe- 
cial rushes from his newest picture were 
being run for him. 

For the next two hours he was too busy 
being a host to do any thinking. Since it 
was a working day people didn’t stay 
long; they just dropped in for a sip of 
refreshments, an inspection of the prem- 
ises, and an exchange of good wishes as 
they left. Eventually it was time for Jeff 
to go back to the Foxfire set but someone 
rushed into the dressingroom. Jeff auto- 
matically held out his hand and then 
dropped it. It was Tony Curtis. 


“Where have you been?” he asked. 
“This was your party as well as mine and 
you weren’t even here.” 

Tony gesticulated. He waved his arms. 
He walked up and down the floor. And 
this was all to illustrate the fact that he 
was terribly sorry but there had been a 
delay in the screening and he wasn't 
able to get away before. “What can I 
do now?” he asked. “Can I help?” 

Jeff considered. “Well,” he began, “you 
might look around the place and see if 
anyone spilled a drink.” 

Tony nodded. “And if I find a spilled 
drink? Then what?” 

“Unspill it,” said Jeff. 

Tony thought a moment and then waved 
his understanding. ‘“Got’cha, boy!” he 
said, and went sniffing around the place. 


Y THE TIME Jeff got back to the set the 
shooting was over and Jane’s make-up 
man, Shotgun Britton, was laying out her 
farewell presents for the members of the 
crew and cast. Nobody ever got slighted 
working in a Jane Russell picture be- 
cause there was no possibility of any- 
one’s name being forgotten or overlooked. 
None of the gift packages had names. 
They were all fine gifts, of about equal 
value, and there were enough for every- 
one. Jane filled a table with them, stood 
back and simply said, “Grab one, kids!” 
A half hour later he sat with Jane and 
Dan Duryea and Mara Corday in the 
projection room to watch the rushes of 
scenes they had made four days before. 
When it was over everyone told everyone 
else that they were great and then Jeff 
went to Jane and they wished each other 
“au revoir but not goodbye” because that 
next picture for them was coming up 
soon. Back in his dressingroom he phoned 
his former wife, Marge. She told him she 
had found the sort of house she wanted 
out in Westwood. They rejoiced that it 
was near a good school and then Marge 
called to the girls to come to the phone 
and talk to their father. 


LING BETTER after he talked to Marge 

and the girls, he drove out of the 
studio for about a two-hundred-yard run 
to Storey’s where he had dinner alone in 
a booth. By the time he got out to his 
office in Beverly Hills it was after seven 
o’clock. He sat for a few hours answering 
an accumulation of personal mail. Then he 
dialed a number. The girl who answered 
was Dani Crayne, one of the new younger 
actresses at the studio. It seemed she was 
ironing a blouse when he called and not 
unwilling to stop ironing. 

Jeff, who thought it might be nice to 
listen to some hep music remembered 
that there was a new popular combo, 
Matt Denis and his group, opening at the 
Keyboard. Dani liked the idea. “Till be 
by and pick you up in fifteen minutes,” 
he told her, and wouldn’t budge a minute 
when she insisted on more time. 

When they had left the Keyboard and 
had gotten something to eat at another 
late spot, and when he had brought Dani 
back to her place and had finally gotten 
home to his place—it was midnight. Some 
seventeen hours after he had climbed out 
of his bed he was back into it. He found 
his book, punched up his pillows and 
riffied through the pages to find his place. 
He wasn’t feeling sad at all any more. 
He was in a good mood to learn more 
about the adventures of the small-town 
Italian priest, Don Camillo. 

But of course, another thought crossed 
his mind. Don Camillo wouldn’t be a 
bad part for him, would it? And then he 
was sorry this had occurred to him. A 
fellow ought to be able to open up a 
book and read it objectively without trip- 
ping over his own career. And he set- 
tled back to read. END 
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(Continued from page 62) together, J eff 
reflected that this was her way of remind- 


ing him how pleased she had been when . 


she knew they would work together. She 
had said nice things the first time they had 
met on the picture—about his voice, his 
acting, and then, with a thankful sigh, she 
had finished up, “...and to be working 
with a real big-sized man at last! You don’t 
know how much it does for me! After 
all, I need a little realism if I am going to 
be able to act with any conviction!” 

There were a good number of scenes to 
be canned. this last day and the crew, very 
much on its toes, worked smoothly to 
make the transitions from one sequence 
to another. Jeff was glad there wasn’t too 
much time to think of anything except 
the shots-he had to do. Lunchtime over- 
took him before he had any idea he was 
hungry, but then, in that instant, he craved 
a great meal. It was horrible sometimes 
to be big and become the victim of an 
appetite gone suddenly voracious. “Down 
boy!” he mumbled to himself, and when 
he got to the table in the commissary he 
ordered a hamburger steak. 

Jane came to the table and ordered a 
chef’s salad. Her mother, Mrs. Geraldine 
Russell, was visiting, and joined them for 
lunch. A little later Aaron Rosenberg, 
the producer, and Joe Pevney, the direc- 
tor, sat down. Soon Jane was into her 
favorite subject—how to stimulate legis- 
lation easing the restrictions of child 
adoption. She had become an expert on 
adoption, Jeff realized, and so interested 
in it that she was’ interesting to listen to. 
As she talked on he found himself think- 
ing about Jamie and Dana, and was 
warmed by the thought that he would be 
talking to his little daughters soon. 


When Meyer Davis was in Rome he 
lunched with Fernandel, the French 
film star. A girl approached them 
and asked the actor to baptize the 
stuffed dog she was carrying. “You 
have seen me as ‘Don Camillo, 
little girl," Fernandel told the 
child. “That was a movie. I am 
not a real priest" ... "That does 
not matter,” said the child. “This 


dog is not real, either.” 
Leonard Lyons in 
The New York Post 


HAT AFTERNOON Jane and Jeff did the 

scene they called “The break-up,” in 
which she had to accuse him of wanting to 
treat her like a squaw and making her 
walk ten paces behind him. It was Jeff’s 
last scene in the picture. Jane had another 
two scenes to do without him. 

“I’m through,” he told her. “I’m going 
back to my dressingroom and Ill see you 
later.” 

“ve still got work to do,” she wailed. 
“See, ’m always behind you! Two scenes 
—ten paces—but behind!” 

He went back to his dressingroom, 
changed now to one. of several suits he 
kept there, and prepared to welcome his 
housewarming guests. He opened his own 
door wide and he sent someone for Tony’s 
key to throw open the door to his dress- 
ingroom as well. He had no idea where 
Tony was, but he suspected that some spe- 
cial rushes from his newest picture were 
being run for him. 

For the next two hours he was too busy 
being a host to do any thinking. Since it 
was a working day people didn’t stay 
long; they just dropped in for a sip of 
refreshments, an inspection of the prem- 
ises, and an exchange of good wishes as 
they left. Eventually it was time for Jeff 
to go back to the Foxfire set but someone 
rushed into the dressingroom. Jeff auto- 
matically held out his hand and then 
dropped it. It was Tony Curtis. 


“Where have you been?” he asked. 
“This was your party as well as mine and 
you weren’t even here.” 

Tony gesticulated. He waved his arms. 
He walked up and down the floor. And 
this was all to illustrate the fact that he 
was terribly sorry but there had been a 
delay in the screening and he wasn't 
able to get away before. “What can I 
do now?” he asked. “Can I help?” 

Jeff considered. “Well,” he began, “you 
might look around the place and see if 
anyone spilled a drink.” 

Tony nodded. “And if I find a spilled 
drink? Then what?” 

“Unspill it,” said Jeff. 

Tony thought a moment and then waved 
his understanding. “Got’cha, boy!” he 
said, and went sniffing around the place. 


B Y THE TIME Jeff got back to the set the 
shooting was over and Jane’s make-up 
man, Shotgun Britton, was laying out her 
farewell presents for the members of the 
crew and cast. Nobody ever got slighted 
working in a Jane Russell picture be- 
cause there was no possibility of any- 
one’s name being forgotten or overlooked. 
None of the gift packages had names. 
They were all fine gifts, of about equal 
value, and there were enough for every- 
one. Jane filled a table with them, stood 
back and simply said, “Grab one, kids!” 

A half hour later he sat with Jane and 
Dan Duryea and Mara Corday in the 
projection room to watch the rushes of 
scenes they had made four days before. 
When it was over everyone told everyone 
else that they were great and then Jeff 
went to Jane and they wished each other 
“au revoir but not goodbye” because that 
next picture for them was coming up 
soon. Back in his dressingroom he phoned 
his former wife, Marge. She told him she 
had found the sort of house she wanted 
out in Westwood. They rejoiced that it 
was near a good school and then Marge 
called to the girls to come to the phone 
and talk to their father. 


LING BETTER after he talked to Marge 

and the girls, he drove out of the 
studio for about a two-hundred-yard run 
to Storey’s where he had dinner alone in 
a booth. By the time he got out to his 
office in Beverly Hills it was after seven 
o’clock. He sat for a few hours answering 
an accumulation of personal mail. Then he 
dialed a number. The girl who answered 
was Dani Crayne, one of the new younger 
actresses at the studio. It seemed she was 
ironing a blouse when he called and not 
unwilling to stop ironing. 

Jeff, who thought it might be nice to 
listen to some hep music remembered 
that there was a new popular combo, 
Matt Denis and his group, opening at the 
Keyboard. Dani liked the idea. “Til be 
by and pick you up in fifteen minutes,” 
he told her, and wouldn’t budge a minute 
when she insisted on more time. 

When they had left the Keyboard and 
had gotten something to eat at another 
late spot, and when he had brought Dani 
back to her place and had finally gotten 
home to his place—it was midnight. Some 
seventeen hours after he had climbed out 
of his bed he was back into it. He found 
his book, punched up his pillows and 
riffled through the pages to find his place. 
He wasn’t feeling sad at all any more. 
He was in a good mood to learn more 
about the adventures of the small-town 
Italian priest, Don Camillo. 

But of course, another thought crossed 
his mind. Don Camillo wouldn’t be a 
bad part for him, would it? And then he 
was sorry this had occurred to him. A 
fellow ought to be able to open up a 
book and read it objectively without trip- 
ping over his own career. And he set- 
tled back to read. END 


ton fabric. 


MAKE YOUR 


CLOTHES THE WAY 


THEY DO IN 
HOLLYWOOD 


@ Busy, beautiful Terry Moore, next in 
20th’s Daddy Long Legs, not only finds 
time for acting, charities and school but 
for planning and sewing many of her 
own clothes, too. Terry poses in a two- 
piece dress with a contrasting cummer- 
bund that she made of Indian Head cot- 
Terry also plans other 
clothes of Indian Head fabrics—has set 
up her sewing room and is ready to go! 


photo by John Engstead 


FROM LEFT TO RIGHT: 


Automatic Necchi console model sewing 
machine. A wonder worker that does 
plain and fancy sewing without attach- 
ments. Necchi machines start at $98.95. A 
free booklet about Necchi and Elna 
machines is yours for the asking (see an 
Elna on page 67). Write Fashion, Moprrn 
ScrEEN, 261 Fifth Ave., N. Y. 16, N. Y. 


On the table—The Ann Baldwin life-size, 
light-weight, individualized dress form— 
easily adjustable to your measurements— 
and only $3.98! More about it on page 66. 


Far right—bolts of colorful cottons—guar- 
anteed not to shrink or fade. By Indian 
Head Mills. Gala Stripe (201-3) comes in 
six combinations. Gold, brown and white; 
emerald, white and grey; red, navy and 
white—just to name a few. All 98¢ a yard. 
Solid color cottons—black (241), Turqua 
(206). Terry’s blouse, Mimosa (127) and 
her skirt, Emerald (229). There are dozens 
of other pretty solid shades available, too— 
all at 89¢ a yard. Polka Dot (101-1) comes 
in red, navy or emerald dot on white back- 
ground. $1 a yard. Peasant Print (509-6) 
comes in black, red or navy print on white 


’ background. $1 a yard. Buy Indian Head 


cottons by name—and number. MOopERN 
Screen has arranged to give you a free 
Indian Head fabric chart of new spring 
cottons. Write Fashion, MopERN SCREEN, 
261 Fifth Ave., N. Y. 16, N. Y. 


ACCESSORIES: 


Terry’s flats—Jolene 
Nylon hosiery—Holeproof 
Dress shields—Kleinert _ 
Wonder washable buttons— 
B.G.E. Originales 
Thread—Coats & Clark 
Scissors—Hoffritz 


THIS MODERN SCREEN SEWING EDITORIAL 
WILL BE FEATURED NATIONALLY IN THE 

LEADING DEPARTMENT STORES LISTED ON 
PAGE 68. IF YOU CANNOT SHOP IN PERSON, 
ORDER BY MAIL FROM THE STORE NEAR YOU. 


modern 
screen 
fashions 


modern 
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fashions 


Ann Baldwin chats about clothes and sewing 
with Joan Fontaine—shows her a miniature 
mode! of her individualized dress form. 


@ Joan Fontaine, star of top hit 

Tea And Sympathy on Broadway—like most 
busy actresses—has her studio clothes as 
well as her personal clothes fitted 

on an individualized dress form. Joan 
poses here with the Ann Baldwin dress 
form that can be your individualized 
dress form because it is easily adjustable 
to your measurements. This life-size, 
light-weight form is quickly assembled— 
easily dismantled. Drape and design 

on it, adjust patterns, alter garments— 
do everything that will assure you that 
your clothes are just right for you! 
Purchase by bust, waist, hip and dress 
size. $3.98. In the Ann Baldwin handy Spool 
Bag—Coats & Clark’s thread. 


THIS MODERN SCREEN SEWING EDITORIAL 
WILL BE FEATURED NATIONALLY IN THE LEAD- 
ING DEPARTMENT STORES LISTED ON 

PAGE 68. IF YOU CANNOT SHOP IN PERSON, 
ORDER BY MAIL FROM THE STORE NEAR YOU. 


Sew on buttons in a Alod-—aeho 
bound (or thread) buttonholes 
neat and trim: on all fabrics. 


Have the most beautiful of appli- 
qués on your towels, linen, blouses, 
underpinnings and party . skirts. 


EE SIPEPMORI IS POBDPAEIES IPE PET ICDL LOL IL DIY tienrceesrey 
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You can dream up a_ —million 
pretty, dainty things with the hun- 
dreds of quick embroidery stitches. 


Monogram your gifts and your own 
things—lingerie, dresses, blouses, 
scarves, towels, linens and such. 


@ Pretty, red-haired Piper Laurie now in U-I’s 

Smoke Signal, takes time out from her many movie tasks to sew 
handsome gifts and many of her own clothes. Here Piper 
makes a little gingham apron on a versatile Elna- 

Supermatic portable sewing machine that is easy to handle, 
works. like a whiz, does tricks like magic—all automatically! One 
of the many outstanding features of this machine is that 

it sews on buttons, makes buttonholes and monograms as well 
as fancy embroidery stitches and appliques all without any 
special attachments. Elna machines start under $200. 

Elna sewing machines—at all Necchi-Elna sewing centers. 
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THESE ARE THE STORES 
THAT ARE FEATURING 
THE MODERN SCREEN 
SEWING EDITORIAL 


ANN BALDWIN DRESS FORMS—Pp. 64, 
65, 66 available at the notion counter: 


Akron, Ohio—A. Polsky Co. 

Boston, Mass.—Breck’s of Boston 
Boston, Mass——Jordan Marsh Co. 
Boston, Mass.—R. H. White Corp. 
Bridgeport, Conn.—D. M. Read Co. 
Brooklyn, N. Y.—Abraham & Straus 
Broorlyn, N. Y.—Namm-Loeser’s, Inc. 
Butler, Pa—A. E. Troutman Co. 
Cincinnati, Ohio—Rollman & Sons Co. 
Cleveland, Ohio—The Bailey Co. g 
Cleveland, Ohio—Sterling-Lindner-Davis 
Cleveland, Ohio—Wm. Taylor Son & Co. 
Columbus, Ohio—Morehouse Fashion 
Connellsville, Pa—A. E. Troutman Co. 
Dallas, Texas—A. Harris & Co. 

Dubois, Pa.—The Troutman Co. i 
Grand Rapids, Mich.—Herpolsheimer Co. 
Greensboro, N. C.—The Meyer Co. 
Greensburg, Pa—A. E. Troutman Co. 
Harrisburg, Pa.—Pomeroy’s Inc. 
Hartford, Conn.—G. Fox & Co. _ 
Hartford, Conn.—Sage-Allen & Co. 
Houston, Texas—Foley Bros. D. G. Co. 
Houston, Texas—Joske’s Of Houston 
Indiana, Pa.—Troutman Co. 

Jackson, Mich.—The Field Co. 

Jackson, Miss.—R. E. Kennington Co. 
Jamaica, L.I., N.Y.—B. Gertz, Inc. 
Kansas City, Mo.—Geo. B. Peck Co. 
Latrobe, Pa.—S. R. Reed 

Minneapolis, Minn.—L. S. Donaldson Co. 
Muskegon, Mich.—Hardy-Herpolsheimer’s 
New Castle, Pa.—New Castle Dry Goods 
New Haven, Conn.—Edward Malley Co. 
New York, N. Y.—Goldsmith Bros. 
Oklahoma City, Okla.—John A. Brown 
Paterson, N. J.—Quackenbush Co. 
Providence, R. I—The Outlet Co. 
Rochester, Minn.—Donaldsons 
Rochester, N. Y. —E. W. Edwards & Son 
St. Louis, Mo.—Famous-Barr Co. 

St. Paul, Minn.—The Golden Rule 
Salem, Mass.—Almy, Bigelow & Washburn 
San Antonio, Texas—Joske’s Of Texas 
Savannah, Ga.—Levy’s of Savannah 
Seattle, Wash—Bon Marche 

Springfield, Mass.—Forbes & Wallace 
Springfield, Ohio—Edward Wren Store 
Syracuse, N. Y.—Dey Bros. & Co. i 
Tulsa, Okla.—Brown, Dunkin Dry Goods Co. 
Warren, Pa.—Metzger, Wright Co. 
Washington, D. C.—The Hecht Co. 
Wilkes-Barre, Pa.—Pomeroy’s, Inc. 
Wiriston-Salem, N. C.—Anchor Co. Inc. 
Worcester, Mass.—R. H. White Corp. 


INDIAN HEAD FABRICS—Pp. 64, 65 & 
NECCHI-ELNA SEWING MACHINES— 
Pp. 64, 65, 67 


Akron, Ohio—A. Polsky Co. 

Batavia, N. Y.—Carr’s 

Boston, Mass.—Jordan Marsh Co. 
Detroit, Mich.—J. L. Hudson Co. 
Dubuque, lowa—J. F. Stampfer 
Evansville, Ind.—The Evansville Store 
Lewiston, Idaho—C. C. Anderson 
Lewiston, Pa.—E. E. McMeen Co. 
Lincoln, Nebr.—Gold & Co. 

Long Beach, Calif.—Walker’s 
Memphis, Tenn.—Bry’s 

Pine Bluff, Ark.—Froug’s Dept. Store 
Portland, Ore—Olds & King 
Poughkeepsie, N. Y.—Wallace Co. 
Providence, R. I.—The Outlet Co. 
Walla Walla, Wash.—Bon Marché 


INDIAN HEAD FABRICS—Pg. 65 


Beaumont, Texas—Fair, Inc. 
Binghamton, N. Y.—Fowler-Dick & Walker 
Durham, N. C.—Belk-Leggett Co. 
Columbus, Ohio—F. & R. Lazarus & Co. 
Corpus Christi, Texas—Lichtenstein’s Inc. 
El Paso, Texas—Popular Dry Goods 

Fort Wayne, Ind.—Wolf & Dessauer Co. 
Fort Worth, Texas—Leonards 
Indianapolis, Ind.—H. P. Wasson Co., Inc. 
Indianapolis, Ind.—W olf & Dessauer Co. 
Joplin, Mo.—Christman’s 

New York, N. Y.—Gimbel Bros. 

New York, N. Y.—Stern Bros. 
Sacramento, Calif.—Halle Bros. Stores 


[f you cannot go into one of these stores order by 
mail from the store nearest you. 


““‘nutsy fagan’’ at home 


(Continued from page 31) recently as 
Broken Lance tried to murder his brother 
in cold blood, a certain impression is 
bound to get around. On locations in 
Texas rawboned ranchers have inched 
menacingly up to Dick in cow country 
bars and muttered, “Don’t try anything 
funny around here, son!” A few years 
back on the street of a small Nebraska 
town a righteous lady snatched Dick’s 
arm, whirled him around and hissing, 
“You nasty little squirt!” let him have 
her dainty knuckles square in the kisser. 
Once he was riding a storm-tossed air- 
liner right after he made Slattery’s Hur- 
ricane where he’d guided one himself on 
film through a tornado. As Dick wandered 
up into the nose, the craft dropped a cou- 
ple of hundred feet in a sickening wrench. 
“Well, Slattery,’ cracked the sarcastic 
pilot, “what do we do now?” 


| Dasa ABROAD, as Dick discovered only re- 
cently, they’ve got his number. After 
finishing Prize Of Gold in England, Dick 
and his wife Jean bought a Sunbeam-Al- 
pine and took off on a sentimental holiday 
retracing a bike tour he’d made right after 
college. Gliding one day on the Grand 
Canal in Venice, they heard wild shouts, 
looked back to spy swarms of boats chas- 
ing his gondola with gesticulating Italians 
shouting, “Bandito Americano!” 

But despite all this world-wide noto- 
riety, there was still a certain wry truth 
to his New Yorker pal’s razz: As a glamor- 
ous personality Dick Widmark in person 
is a flop—and he probably always will be, 
because that’s the way he wants it. 

In Hollywood’s Mocambo or Ciro’s Dick 
would probably get the same nonenity 
treatment he received at 21 if he ever step- 
ped inside, which he hasn’t in the seven 
years since he hit town. In that same time 
he has attended exactly one premiere, 
where he was so terrified by the star treat- 
ment that he swore never again and 
meant it. By now Dick’s tuxedo has 
nourished generations of moths, and a 
movie society dictatress recently flattened 
his social’ standing for keeps with the 
remark, “Isn’t it a shame about Richard 
Widmark? When you come right down 
to it all he is is a great actor!” She didn’t 
know it of course, but she was stating pret- 
ty accurately just how Dick Widmark 


‘would like things to be for him in Holly- 


wood—if that were possible. 


We picK finally sprung himself from 
the contract he was “sweating out” at 
Fox, calls for pictures and interviews 
shifted from studio buffers to his home 
and the buzzing telephone almost drove 
him nuts. In self-defense he hired a press 
agent. Then the frustrated tub-thumper 
ealled Dick’s wife, “I’m pretty confused, 
Mrs. Widmark,” he confessed. “Your hus- 
band says he wants me to handle his pub- 
licity, but he also says, ‘Keep them all 
away from me. Don’t mention my private 
life. Don’t make me exciting or glamor- 
ous. Don’t say anything that isn’t abso- 
lutely true, in perfect taste, and so forth.’ 
In other words, Dick tells me, ‘Go ahead— 
but don’t do anything!’ What do you 
make of it?” Jean couldn’t advise him. 

Because of his notorious reticence about 
his private life, his stubborn refusal to mix 
into the Hollywood social circus or go for 
any of what he calls “the yak-yak and 
phony trim” of a Hollywood star’s exist- 
ence, Dick Widmark has sometimes been 
tabbed an antisocial sorehead, and even a 
dull boy. He has been termed cynical, 
humorless and belligerent by people who 
don’t ‘know him. But what people say 
about him, as long as it’s not true, does 


not keep him awake nights. Publicity has 
never raised a worry wart on Dick’s 
Swedish complexion. When he first ar- 
rived at Fox after Kiss Of Death he was 
called into a publicity conference where a 
ballyhoo expert made the mistake of begin- 
ning, “Now, how can we sell you?” 

“You don’t have to sell me,” flared Wid- 
mark. “I’m not for sale!” Which was his 
way of announcing right at the start that 
he was his own man. This means a man 
with two determinations: (1) to do his job 
to the limit of his talents and energies and 
(2) to lead a completely normal life away 
from it. That’s a big order in Hollywood. 
Dick carries it off only by resolute schizo- 
phrenia. 

“When Dick makes a picture,” his wife 
Jean says, “he could be all by himself in 
Times Square. He’s strictly Nutsy Fagan 
—in a world of his own. And if anyone 
snaps him out of it he blows his top and 
you could peel him off the ceiling!” At 
such times Jean, an artist herself (she 
describes herself as ‘a writer of unpro- 
duced plays’) is sympathetic and under- 
standing. She can hear Dick pacing the 
floor often all night chewing into his part. 
She watches him push away his food and 
lose an average of ten pounds on every 
job. He came back from England minus 
twenty after making Prize Of Gold. This 
however doesn’t disturb Jean in the least, 
because she has been used to it for an 
even dozen years. In fact, it was this all- 
out concentration of Dick’s that made Jean 
Hazelwood’s heart flutter when she first 
spied him back on the campus of Lake 
Forest University in Illinios. 

“Dick was a lone wolf, even then,” she 


Peter Donald was doing an audi- 
ence-participation show on CBS, 
and he was worried. "Il wonder 
what I ought fo do," he told writer 
Martin Ragaway, “if a contestant 
says an off-color word.” Ragaway 
answered, “It's simple. Just step 
to the mike and say, ‘This is the 
National Broadcasting Company!" ™ 

—Paul Denis 


recalls. “That’s what made him so attrac- 
tive. He never acquired any social graces; 
he didn’t have time. Teen-age frivolities 
left him cold. He stalked around the cam- 
pus, lost in a dozen things—football, de- 
bating, honor societies, class presidency, 
dramatics and, of course, finally teaching. 
Most of the time he worked, waiting tables 
at Marshall Field’s branch store. It was 
thrilling just to see the ambition that 
burned him up so intensely.. A guy like 
that is irresistible.” 

Richard Widmark went on to North- 
western University after Lake Forest, 
chasing his Master’s degree in speech and 
dramatics. “Life was real and life was 
always earnest with Dick where acting 
was concerned,” Jean says. “From the 
minute he gave up his law course to go 
after what he wanted instead he was play- 
ing for keeps.” ; 


HAT BROKE into Dick’s post-graduate 
was what usually does—no money 
to carry on. He went to New York when 
a radio director friend offered him a job in 
a radio soap~ opera called Aunt Jenny's 
Real Life Stories. By slugging night and 
day, pretty soon he was racing from one 
radio show to another and making enough 
money to marry Jean. The minute he did, 
the double life he leads today began. With 
his marriage certificate Dick acquired a 
stubborn allergy to any and all frou-frou 
connected with show business intruding 
into his home. 
At the start the newlyweds even moved 
clear away from it. They never lived in 


. investing in a dress form that wouldn't 


New 1955 Model Drastically Improved — Price Slashed 14—New 


flexible material makes amazing 


ess form easily adjustable—larger 


or smaller—to fit your size. Does virtually everything a $30 dress 


dummy can do — and costs only 
1/7 the price. 


Last year when it was announced that 
home sewers no longer needed to pay 
$10, $20, $30 for a dress dummy that 
was useless when you gained or lost 
weight, that home sewers could now 
get a life size easily adjustable dress 
‘orm for only $5.95, orders poured in 
from every state of the Union to Ann 
Baldwin, its creator. 

« And now Ann Baldwin passes on still 
more new mass production savings direct 
to you. And best of all on her new 1955 
radically improved and simplified model. 
Simpler, sturdier, even easier to put 
together, better looking. Instead of 
raising the price Ann Baldwin has 
slashed the price 14 saving you $2.00 
on the new low price of $3.98. 

So, if you've felt that a dress form 
made to your own exact measurements 
was “too expensive’’—if you've held off 


fit once you gained or lost weight—if 
ou simply haven't the room to store a 
big bulky dress dummy . . . NOW 
YOU CAN GET AN ADJUSTABLE 
STORE-IT-AWAY DRESS FORM 
FOR LITTLE MORE THAN A PEN- 
NY A DAY FOR THE FIRST YEAR! 


Created by a Well-Known 
Hollywood Designer—New, 
Full-Size Dress Form Weighs 

Only 2 Pounds—Lasts for Years! 


After hundreds of experiments, Ann 
Baldwin, a well-known Hollywood De- 
signer, has at last created a dress form 
that does everything you need, yet is 
so economically priced that every home 
sewer can afford to have one. In fact, 
you'll find it pays for itself with the 
very first dress you make or alter! By 
use of KRAFTBOARD, a very light- 
weight material, yet sturdy enough so 
that in normal use it will not break, 
chip or crack, Ann Baldwin has created 
an adjustable dress form that is so light, 
so handy that you can fit your dress, 
pin it, baste it .. . and do it all without 
once getting up from your chair. A full, 
life-size dress form that is so flexible 
it can be adjusted in a few minutes to 
the exact measurements of most figures 
other than extra special sizes—a com- 
pletely new kind of dress form that 
assures a perfect fit—that shows you 
what your finished blouse, skirt or 
dress ‘will Icok like on you before you 
ever begin to sew and now at a big 
slash in price that makes it a ‘bigger 

bargain than ever. 


Your Pinning, Altering, He 


Only Dress Form You Can Use In Sections—Do all 
mming, While Sitting Down 


And this year’s new improved 1955 
model is streamlined, better looking, 
sturdier, simpler, easier to put together 
than ever. 


Scientifically Placed Guides Cut down 
the Possibility of Making Mistakes 


How would you like to remodel your 
last year’s ensemble into this year's 
latest Paris fashions—and do it quickly, 
easily and with none of that dreaded 
amateur “home-made look’? It’s so 
easy with your new lower priced Ann 
Baldwin Dress Form. 

Scientifically placed guides for the 
side, front, back, shoulder and waist 
seams, automatically stop you from 
making a mistake. Simply fit your dress 
on the dress form and you know that it 
is perfectly centered to give a more pro- 
fessional look to your garment at the 
very first fitting. And because you pin 
your patterns right on your Ann Bald- 
win Dress Form you see at a glance 
what your dress will look like on you 
when finished . . . where it needs more 
material — where it needs less .. . 
whether sleeves or shoulder lines need 
altering—whether the neckline, waist- 
line, sleeves and hem will come exactly 
the way you want them to. Never again 
will you need to waste 3 or 4 hours 
fitting on your dress. Never again will 
you have to rip out the seams because 
you couldn't get your dress to hang 
properly. Never again will you have to 
twist, turn and bend to get an even 
hemline. 


Send No Money... Try the 
Ann Baldwin Dress Form In 
Your Own Home at Our Risk 


Use the Ann Baldwin dress form to 
_design your own high style fashions— 
use it for alterations—remodeling—or 
just plain simple sewing. Use it to ad- 
just waistlines—lift shoulder lines— 
lower necklines. Use it for basting, 
stitching, fitting — for skirts, dresses, 
blouses, jackets. And if your Ann Bald- 
win dress form doesn’t give you profes- 
sional looking, Sth Ave. clothes the very 
first time you use it—if it doesn’t pay 
for itself on the very first alteration you 
make—just return it for your full money 
back. But this amazing new dress form 
is still so new, so revolutionary that sup- 
plies are limited. It's first come, first 
served. At this big reduction in price we 
predict a sell-out! So today, rush the 
NO-RISK coupon below complete with 
your measurements (bust, waist and 
hips) to: Ann Baldwin Sales Corp., 
Dept. G-264, 141 Fifth Avenue, N. Y. 
10, N. Y. 


No more aching arches, stiff shoulders 
or pains in the back from standing 
hours on end. Now you can do all your 
fitting, pinning, altering and hemming 
with your Ann Baldwin dress form right 
on your lap. (Weighs only 2 pounds, 
yet is strong enough to last for years.) 
Complete your whole dress-making 
operation without having any need to 
get up from your chair. And because 
you can use the Ann Baldwin dress 
form in sections, small garments become 
so much easier to handle. To sew blouses 
and jackets use only the torso. For skirts 
and slacks use only the hip parts. 

P. S. Also great for blocking sweaters. 
Act now before this new low 
price is withdrawn. 


Price Slashed On Famous Adjustable 
Life Size Dress Form! 


NOW 
> ONLY 


oe 


W 


GO ON A DIET AND KEEP YOUR CLOTHES FITTING 
PERFECTLY! New dress form adjusts to your own personal measure- 
ments. Made of strong pliable felt covered KRAFTBOARD for extra 
durability, this new light-weight dress form costs just $3.98 and is 
adjustable within your size range. Just put the clips into self-adjusting 
holes, and your hip, waist, bust and length are readjusted to your 
Measurements once more. You get accurate fit every time. 


FLEXIBILITY LETS YOU SLIP ENTIRE DRESS RIGHT OVER YOUR 
ANN BALDWIN DRESS FORM—WITHOUT OPENING THE SEAMS! 


PUT IT 
TOGETHER— 
TAKE IT APART 
IN -MINUTES— 
FOLDS AWAY 
OUT OF SIGHT 
WHEN NOT IN 
USE...AND A 
NEW LOW 
PRICE! 


Amazing Flexibility Permits 
Easy Slip-On, Slip-Off 
Of Even One-Piece Dresses! 
Your Ann Baldwin Dress Form is 
scientifically designed so that you can 
merely bend in the shoulders and slip 
the dress on or off the form with no 
extra work of any kind. Shoulders snap 
back into shape instantly. Yours at a 
Saving of $2.00! 


Entire contents copyrighted by Ann Baldwin Sales Corp. 1954 N.Y.C. 


cel OF A REURD g 7 
Guaranteed by % 
Good Housekeeping 
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(ae eee MAIL NO RISK COUPON TODAY !————-——--—*; 
t 

| ANN BALDWIN SALES CORP. 

1 DEPT. G-264 

{ 141 Fifth Avenue, New York 10, N. Y. H 

' Please send me Ann Baldwin’s new adjustable, match-your-figure dress form in my H 

1 measurements for a 10-day No-Risk Trial. When my dress form arrives, I will pay 1 

postman the special cut-price of $3.98 plus postage. If I am not completely satisfied— { 

if my Ano Baldwin dress form does not do everything I want it to do and more— 1 

I will return it within 10 days for my full purchase price refund, no questions asked. H 

My measurements, taken over my foundation garments, are: H 

1 

1 

Name—___— H 

(Please print) H 

BUSI Address sees At rN eet 

1 

: i 

\ waist City ! 

i] t 

Zone___ State. i 

\( HIPS [] CHECK HERE TO SAVE MORE. Enclose H 

payment with order and WE pay all postage 1 

DRESS SIZE fa] and shipping fees. Same money back guarantee i] 

| of course. r] 
he, 


In Canada send to: 60 Front St. West, Toronto, Ont. 


om a 


(Continued from page 68) New York. They 
set up housekeeping in suburban Bronx- 
ville, and that’s where young Mr. Widmark 
headed the minute his acting chores were 
over. “All the other actors haunted Sardi’s 
after shows, yak-ing up the place,” Jean 
recalls, “but not Richie. When I met him 
at the studio or the stage door it was— 
whisk—off in his 35 Ford—but not neces- 
sarily to sleep. If he didn’t sweat his part 
to tatters the rest of the night he cooked 
up a project to test something he was 
curious about.” 

One of those projects was a bunch of 
experimental recordings. They’re home- 
written skits and take-offs on Broadway 
and radio shows, with Dick and Jean the 
stars, naturally. The dialogue is definitely 
surrealistic and the sound effects the same. 
“We used a vacuum cleaner for a tornado 
and the kitchen~pots and pans for the 
clanking of hospital surgery,” reveals Jean. 
“We did our own screaming.” They had to 
stop it finally when notes from outraged 
neighbors appeared: “Please find a quieter 
game to play or get out!” 

So the Widmarks got out—to White 
Plains, New York. They've never hung 
around cities any more than they could 
help. Dick hates them and what he calls 
their “claustrophobia houses.” 

Coming home through New York Dick 
tarried only to treat his lowrating pals 
to lunch at 21, then beat it before night- 
fall to his in-laws, the John Bain- 
bridges, up in Bronxville. For years, when- 
ever he came east Dick set off into the back 
country of New England hunting remote 
dream spots. In their minds the Widmarks, 
through such tours, have mentally acquired 
“st least fifty farm houses” according to 
Jean, and ‘traveled around 50,000 road 
miles. Last spring when Dick’s “freedom” 
from Fox was finally all set they really 
bought one. “Widmark’s Folly” is a 200- 
year old house concealed by eighty acres 
of woods in the Massachusetts Berkshires, 
officially at a place called South Sandes- 
field, but don’t try to find it. The town is 
just a rural post office in another’ house 
down a winding dirt road and you’d prob- 
ably get lost, as Dick and Jean have a time 
or two themselves. The place, which set 
them back $10,000, is already completely 
furnished and set for some future Utopian 
existence. So far, they've spent just one 
night there. But they still talk seriously 
of transferring their home base to that 
lonely haven, and commuting to Holly- 
wood, which in Dick Widmark’s isolationist 
mind is too crowded for comfort. 

Mandeville Canyon, out Santa Monica 
way, is the farthest Dick has managed to 
remove himself so farr His castle there 
is a sprawling yellow ranchhouse set in a 
cup of woodsy hills, with about everything 
on the two-and-a-half acres that a home- 
loving guy could want—swimming pool, 
barn, guest cottages and a mammoth patio. 

After the head of steam he works up 
for every movie job has simmered down, 
Dick Widmark studiously flops his per- 
sonality over with a Jekyll-Hyde switch, 
First thing he does is to completely forget 
his last picture. Often he doesn’t bother 
to see them; in fact, has yet to look at 
Broken Lance, never did see Garden Of 
Evil or the one he did with Marilyn Mon- 
roe, Don’t Bother To Knock, among others. 
One reason is because he believes no artist 
can afford to look back. Another is that 
viewing himself on the screen is painful 
because everything he does is, in Wid- 
mark’s opinion, “horrible.” The one pic- 
ture Dick actually admits he liked was 
Panic In The Streets which Elia Kazan, his 
Guild mentor, directed and in which Dick 
played a normal, next-door character. 

But it doesn’t mean that Dick Widmark 
scorns the medium that has been so good 
to him. Actually, Dick is a rabid movie 
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fan from away back and probably one of 
the keenest students of movie history and 
techniques. He courted Jean in Chicago 
movie houses, and could always be lured 
into Manhattan for the old flickers at the 
Museum of Modern Art. “I know them 
all back to the Great Train Robbery—and 
beyond,” he boasts, “even to John Bunny 
and Flora Finch in The Kiss.” A photo- 
graphy nut, he brought back 2700 feet of his 
European tour and one of his biggest ex- 
travagances in Hollywood is film rentals. 
Because he always runs them off on his 
own projector—especially his own—he 
never goes out where audience reactions 
could make him squirm. 


Pees TO THIS and other hobbies—the 
voluminous library, his paint box and 
his hammering and sawing jobs around the 
place—Dick’s good nature returns. In his 
relaxed spells the high-tension concern 
with his own acting which has sometimes 
made him sharp and explosive with col- 
leagues he suspected of goldbricking on 
the set vanishes. “When he’s off the hook, 
Dick mellows like a persimmon after an 
October frost,” one friend puts it. “Sud- 
denly he loves everybody.” 


‘ 


GURGLE, GURGLE, LITTLE 
MARGIE 


Celebrities are the norm in the 
Neiman-Marcus Beauty Salon and I 
am always pleased to serve them. Re- 
cently one came to my table unan- 
nounced and, in reply to one of my 
comments, she gurgled. I said she'd be 
good competition for Little Margie. 
“It would be some accomplishment, 
wouldn't it?” she said, rather dispar- 
agingly. I resented that and said I'd 
tried to imitate it and had heard others 
try it, too. It wasn’t until I received my 
tip envelope and saw that it was from 
Miss Storm that I realized who had 
made light of My Little Margie. 

Katherin Faye Sherill 
Dallas, Texas 
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“Personally, I’ve never witnessed the 
terrible-tempered Widmark in my life,” 
says his closest pal, actor Henry Morgan, 
who lives up the canyon. “The only blow- 
up I know about, Dick told me himself— 
and the joke was on him.” That was 
when Dick came home one week end from 
a Sierra location to drive his daughter, Ann, 
to the Griffith park zoo on a Sunday and 
got caught in a crawling traffic jam. Mon- 
day he showed up back at Lone Pine with 
a neck so stiff he couldn’t move it. “I got 
sore in that traffic jam and yanked my tie 
loose,” Dick explained sheepishly. “Nearly 
broke my neck!” 

Henry knows both sides of Dick Wid- 
mark probably better than anyone except 
Dick’s own family. He has worked with 
him and played with him too. Like the 
rest of Dick’s small group of intimates— 
Karl Malden, the actor, Bob Ardrey, the 
playright, composer Adolf Green and writer 
William Saroyan—he feels free to barge in 
any time and, if Dick isn’t working, whip 
up a storm. “Sure, Dick’s an intellectual,” 
says Henry, “absolutely concentrated on his 


3 See 
job, ambitious, sincere, and on the other 
side of the card, a very serious citizen. But 
that doesn’t mean he can’t cut loose and 
have fun. People who think Dick’s a square 
just don’t know him. He packs a terrific 
sense of humor.” 

Sometimes for no good reason at all the 
above bunch collect at Dick and Jean’s and 
when they do they’re usually there until 
morning. Dick sets up his drums, Bob Ard- 
rey pounds the piano and Henry sings—or 
rather they all do, helped along at times 
by tone-deaf Bill Saroyan bawling Armen- 
ian folk songs. When things really warm up 
Dies and Henry go into their soft shoe spe- 
cialty. ; 


Wm Dick will scrap for every dime 
due him at a studio as a matter of prin- 
ciple, he’s surprisingly disinterested in 
the stuff that makes the world go round. 
“We'll never be rich,” predicts Jean cheer- 
fully. “Dick doesn’t want to be. Thinks it 
would be dangerous.” He has no business 
manager to dole out spending money and 
collect oil wells like most stars in his 
bracket. He has refused all tv, gravy 
so far. He doesn’t want to produce his 
pictures. And where Dick’s dough goes is 
seldom on himself. He has only five con- 
servatively tailored suits and a pile of old 
work pants that Jean swears are “ready to 
walk away.” He doesn’t own a piece of 
jewelry beside his watch. His personal 
extravagances are his hi-fi, records, five 
cameras, the antiques he loves to track 
down and bring home, the oil paintings he 
can’t resist. Once he gets something, how- 
ever, try to get it away from him. 

For instance, Dick still owns the 35 Ford 
phaeton he commuted in from Bronxville, 
*way back when. The station wagon his in- 
laws use in Bronxville. was driven back 
on one trip, is still there in his name. The 
gray Sunbeam-Alpine he and Jean drove 
through Europe has just arrived at Mande- 
ville Canyon and will doubtless never de- 
part. On his last trip to England Dick 
brought back an mc, but because it 
cramped his long legs he reluctantly sold 
it. As the buyer drove away, Dick chased 
him down the street yelling, “Hey, come 
back! I’ve changed my mind!” but it was 
too late. Smack in the middle of their rich 
antiques sits a battered table Dick bought 
for twelve bucks when they were married. 
He won’t move it out of the living-room. 


D5 PRIVATE nature is possessive and 
hyper-loyal to anybody or anything 
which has ever been close to him. All of the 
pals he sees constantly today Dick knew 
back in New York. Another should be add- 
ed, Pete Simon, a gutsy fellow who gets 
around in a wheel chair but runs a popular 
college hangout near UCLA. Dick met Pete, 
learned he had a tough time making a 
living and lent him the money to open 
“Dude’s.” Until he got rolling Pete lived 
for two straight years in the Widmark’s 
guest cottage. Another marathon house- 
guest is “the dog who came to dinner,” a 
collie named Trigger that Dick kept when 
a friend went to Europe. The friend, War- 
ren Stevens, soon was back, but Trigger 
continues to pad happily around the Wid- 
mark’s with another inky pup, Choo-choo, 
and a pet chicken christened Claude. All 
have free run of the house. The only time 
Dick balked at an aspiring member of the 
Widmark family was when Annie brought 
in a mangy baby ’possum from the hills. 
He hustled that one right back. 

Ann can make her shy dad do things he’d 
never normally dream of doing in public. 
She traveled right along when the Wid- 
marks went to Eurepe and had her last 
birthday in Cepenhagen where she lured 
Diek to the Tivoli amusement park and 
made him dance with her as the Danes 


gawked happily. In Berlin where part of | 
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Prize of Gold was filmed, she actually 
talked him into an excursion behind the 
Iron Curtain into the Red Zone. In looks 
Annie is a half-and-half copy of both her 
parents, which is as it should be. Because 
Jean and Dick Widmark are a perfectly 
blended team that Hollywood gossip has 
never been able even slightly to crack. 
Nobody who knows Dick could imagine 
his existing without the quiet, capable 
and intelligent woman who’s his balance 
wheel. “Jean is Dick,” as one friend puts 
it, “and vice versa.” But even Dick Wid- 
mark would be the last person in the world 
to argue that his wife has had a soft touch 
in the chameleon role of switching back 
and forth with the alternating storm-and- 
sunshine of his work and leisure. 


p= GOT HER initial shock on their first 
wedding anniversary. It happened that 


“Dick’s first Broadway play, Kiss And Tell, 


opened the same night, April 5. He forgot 
all about the anniversary, of course, and, 
Jean recalls, “there was a heck of a lot of 
more dramatic scene after the show than 
there was up on that stage—with tears.” 

That wasn’t the last time Dick skipped 
either—and you can throw in a few birth- 
days, Mother’s Days, and scattered events 
close to a wife’s sentimentalities. But Mrs. 
Widmark doesn’t regard herself as a mar- 
tyr. “I’m really lucky. Life with Dick is al- 
ways a Third Act,” sighs playwright Jean. 
“The suspense is terrific.” Because despite 
his militant longing for hearthside nor- 
maley actually. around the house Dick 
Widmark is unorthodox. 

Jean, for instance, never knows exactly 
what time it is; Dick sets all the clocks 
ahead in varying degrees. Long ago she 
gave up planning breakfast together; 
breakfast for Dick, who can owl it all night 
with a stack of books, might be at four the 
next afternoon. He pays no attention what- 
ever to the conventional holidays if he’s 
wrapped up in a job. If he isn’t, Jean might 
walk in loaded with groceries to find the 
car warming up, bags packed and Dick im- 
patiently urging, “Come on, let’s get going!” 
Exactly where he doesn’t know. Once they 
started off for San Francisco and wound up 
in Death Valley. Nobody was more sur- 
prised than Jean when Dick finished read- 
ing a script the other night and asked her 
next morning, “How would you like to go 
to Africa?” g 

Jean Widmark cherishes the cozy self- 
deception that this is really all very nor- 
mal, and she succeeds in passing that illu- 
sion on to Dick because—well—she loves 
him. If she walks in on a train of moving 
vans backed up in the drive someday with 
the antiques being stowed aboard for Wid- 
mark’s Folly back east, it wouldn’t wrinkle 
her freckles too deeply. She could be a 
Massachusetts farm wife as easily as a 
Hollywood star’s backer-upper, and Dick 
could work off his chronic acting hangovers 
splitting rails instead of his personality. 

Such a rustic resettlement, however, 
seems a long way off for Dick Widmark 
the way they're roping him down with 
starring deals. When you back him against 
the wall he'll grin and admit, somewhat 
garrulously for him: 

“T have no real kicks. This is a great busi- 
ness and it affords me and my family a 
pleasant life. I’ve served my movie appren- 
ticeship. I’m grateful for what I’ve learned. 
There’s a lot now I want to do here. I’m 
lucky to be making my living at what I 
love—acting. I’m not mad at anybody. So I 
want to stick around until I’ve had it. When 
I fall apart and they don’t want me any 
more—I'll move on.” 

But it’s hardly likely that he’ll be asked 
to do so. While they'll undoubtedly park 
glamourless Dick and his pals right back 
with the dirty dishes next time he lunches 
at 21, it looks like “Widmark’s Folly” mae 
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race gentry 


(Continued from page 42) John, whose 
father, Guido Papiro, has lately retired as 
a small manufacturer of costume jewelry, 
grew up in West Los Angeles with never 
a thought of becoming an actor. Even now 
the business of having make-up applied to 
his face makes him wriggle with distaste. 
He was one of those neighborhood kids 
who are always busy trading. He would 
leave the house in the morning with, say, 
two spark plugs and a Chevrolet hub cap, 
return by nightfall with a sea-eroded out- 
board motor. In his small-boy years he built 
and swapped skate-boards and coaster 
wagons. In his teens it was hotrods and 
“drag” assemblies. There isn’t any doubt 
but that he would be wheeling and deal- 
ing in jet planes or rocket ships by now 
had he not gotten himself a job a few years 
ago in a filling station patronized by many 
film people. The right man came along, 
one thing led to another, and soon Race 
was making a brief appearance at U-I. 
Playing the role of Rock’s son he was 
seen in only the last five minutes of The 
Lawless Breed, but with his deep-set, 
brown eyes and warm Latin face, his shock 
of dark brown hair and remarkably light 
carriage for a sturdy, near six-footer 
( 5’ 11”), he didn’t need any more time 
than this. The picture hadn’t been re- 
leased a month before feminine fans began 
writing letters to the studio by the thou- 
sands. Some of the girls said that if they 
could have him for Easter they wouldn’t 


need anything at all for Christmas. He was, 


signed to a long-term contract. 

INCE THEN, Race, appearing in another 

picture, Black Horse Canyon, co-star- 
ring Joel McCrea and Mari Blanchard, has 
completely clinched his status as a roman- 
tic screen personality. Even more than that, 
he not only reassured his studio that he 
can be somebody in the film world—he 
convinced himself as well. He is finally 
taking his career as an actor seriously. 

Piece by piece, he is forgetting old 
projects; a Model A Ford motor block he 
was going to overhaul and soup up, a seam- 
sprung speed boat he was going to re- 
plank, caulk and race, a 1937 Auburn he 
planned on modernizing. He is a member of 
the U-I school for its younger players, 
and he even supplements his studies there 
by private tutoring in essentials of drama. 

“Take it from me, Race means business!” 
an old friend of his, Dean Marlo, said 
the other day. “He never got into any- 
thing in his life without giving it all he’s 
got—and Race has got a Jot!” 

One thing that Race has a lot of is the 
kind of masculine good looks Rock Hudson 
has. That’s why he was cast to play Rock’s 
son in The Lawless Breed. And, curiously 
enough, Rock has been like a sort of father 
to him ever since. It was Rock who dis- 
covered a sure-fire way of putting Race 
at his ease during the first days at the 
studio when everything seemed strange 
to him. Seeing Race sitting stiffly in the 
commissary one lunchtime, not talking, 
and looking neither right nor left, Rock 
went over and whispered in his ear. What 
Rock said was that he had spread word to 
all the girls in the studio describing Race’s 
silence as brooding because he was deep 
in a family vendetta and had sworn to 
kill three men before the year was out. 

“Now don’t let me down!” warned Rock. 
“Keep on stalking around the studio like 
you do, never saying a word and looking 
kind of grim!” 

Race laughed so hard at the idea that 
he slid off the chair and under the table. 
When he got up again his self-conscious- 
ness was gone, for that day anyway—which 
was what Rock was after. Now, every time 


Rock sees Race under possible tension he 
has only to start whispering. 


NIVERSAL-INTERNATIONAL is the first 

studio Race has ever entered via the 
front gate. He used to drop in on 20th 
Century-Fox regularly by climbing over 
the fence when he had nothing better to 
do; he lived only a few blocks away. As 
this sort of uninvited visitor he watched 
dozens of pictures being made and got a 
liking for the way adventure stories were 
filmed. He would like to play the John 
Wayne type of roles if he gets to the point 
where he can do the choosing. 

Stars like Gene Tierney, Dan Dailey, 
Faith Domergue and Dick Long lived 
either next door or across the street from 
Race’s home during his boyhood, but that 
meant nothing to him. He’ remembers that 
his mother once invited Dailey to dinner to 
cheer him up after Dailey’s dog, Duke, had 
been killed in an accident—and Dan 
cried for nearly two hours. 

Race remembers this only, he thinks, be- 
cause he, too, loves animals. When he was 
fifteen he visited the dog pound and fell 
in love with a puppy that appeared to be 
part Irish Setter and part Golden Re- 


MODERN SCREEN'S 
CRYSTAL BALL 


A hint of things to come appeared 
in Mopern Screen’s first story about 
Eddie Fisher in the November, 1953, 
issue. Now that he is engaged to Deb- 
bie Reynolds, let us quote from that 
story: 

“There was a chance to he might go to 
Hollywood, the tv star said. His agent 
was talking over a one-picture-a- year 
deal with Paramount. 

“If I made a picture, I’d like to play 
opposite Debbie Reynolds, he said, 
‘but I don’t suppose Paramount could ~ 
borrow her, 

“It was the first time in all his con- 
versation that Eddie had mentioned a 
girl.” 


triever. He wanted to buy the pup but 
when he got back with his mother and the 
nominal fee, the pound was closed. Since 
the next day was a Saturday, and Race had 
the idea that that was the day the pound 
exterminated the week’s accumulation of 
unclaimed dogs, he couldn’t sleep all night. 
At dawn he ran to the pound, climbed the 
fence and kidnapped his love. The dog’s 
name is Ruggie and Race still has him. 
There is only one sad angle to the story. 
The dog Race stole was in effect “stolen” 
from him soon afterwards. Ruggie loves 
Race’s dad first of all, not Race. 


F& A BOY who was going to be an actor 
Race showed an aptitude for the wrong 
subjects when he went to school. At St. 


Paul, the Apostle, in Los Angeles, where 


he got his elementary education, at Uni- 
versity High in nearby Santa Monica, and 
during a year and a half’s attendance at 
Santa Monica City College, he was good 


a 
in math, physics and peas but poorf 
in English. It has been pointed out to hin 
that this is quite characteristic of fellows’ 
who get to be stars in the kind of outdoo 


- action type of pictures he likes. You coulc} 


say about the same thing of the scholastic] 
records of Clark Gable or Guy Madison‘ 
and certainly of John Wayne. This doesn’t! 
mean Race is all beef; he has a love for his-} 
tory, a fine sensitivity for mechanical de-! 
sign, and plays a fine, analytical game of 
chess. But mainly he is one for stretching 
his muscles; he was a busy if not a great 
athlete in school. 

Up, to the time he was signed for tnd 
movies Race was considered a pretty lucky! 
boy by his family because he won a baby} 
contest when he was a year old, found $127! 
in cash in a storm drain when he was)) 
twelve, beat out a case of inflamed ap-') 
pendix when he was thirteen and never 
got drowned sailing the old boat wrecks | 
he wangled in his trades. All through high 
school he lived well on double lunches; 
after eating his own he would steal some) 
girl’s lunch. 

During one semester at Santa Monicd: 
High he stole the same girl’s lunch fort 
three weeks, not because he was mean) 
but because it became some sort of fetish} 
with him and he couldn’t stop. One noon 
he took off as usual with her lunch box) 
and sat down in a selected hideout to eat) 
it. His first bite on a sandwich told him he} 
would have to look for a new victim— 
what looked like a fine slice of ham be-t 
tween the bread slices was actually al 
slab of red inner tube. 


| 


HESE DAYS, when Race reads of vandal-| 

ism in the schools, he wonders if they; 
could be talking about guys like him: 
Race’s gang never broke any windows inj 
school or chopped up any desks—they, 
confined themselves to stunts like gluing! 
up the pages of the teachers’ roll books; 
and sneaking in the gym during the girls’) 
dancing lessons to watch them prance 
around, reportedly in “daring” costumes} 

Race got that job at the gas ace 
where he was discovered because he} 
wanted to save money to buy a twenty-| 
foot speed boat. He was seventeen an i 
by this time his trading was beginning to} 
worry his mother, Mrs. Frances Papiro,|| 
who wanted him to settle down. She must 
have been afraid that his business habits) 
would affect his personal ones because} 
she issued a warning to him one day. “If 
you change women like you change cars,| 
when it comes time for marriage you'll}) 
never be happy,” she told him. | 

One day when Race was at the station)| 
a man drove up in a 741 Chevy sedan and} 
told Race to put five gallons of regular 
gas in the tank while he went into the; 
washroom to change his shirt. This manjj 
could have discovered Race if he wanted)| 
to and made a big star out of him; he,! 
had made big stars out of other people—)) 
the biggest, in fact. But he just came}| 
out of the washroom, paid for his gas and/| 
drove off. His name was Howard Hughes.} 


Bz THERE WAS another man, an agent,) 
who had been watching Race and who} 
talked to him ‘one day. His name was) 
Henry Willson and among his discoveries; 
and clients are stars like Rock and Guy, 
Madison. He began trying to talk Race into)! 
taking a test and perhaps because Race, 
had lived among movie people all his life) 
he wasn’t impressed. Then one day Willson|| 
tried a new approach. “Look,” he said, “if | 
you knew you could make as much money } 
in a week as an actor as it takes you in six) 
months here, would you pass it up?” 1 

“No,” replied Race, instantly, his trading 
instinct aroused. This was different. This | 
was dickering, man! 

Race is still not making in a HESS eet 


i 
iH 
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isn’t so far from that figure either. Willson 
took him to Raoul Walsh who was to direct 
| The Lawless Breed and Race demonstrated 
his complete ignorance of even the rudest 
rudiments of acting. “Fine!” beamed Walsh, 
who is best known for hurling thunder- 
bolts of wrath when he is displeased with 
any member of his cast. “He looks the 
' part and we never have run out of film yet. 
We'll keep him at it until he does it right 
-—out of sheer exhaustion if not talent!” 
' Oddly enough; Race, who couldn’t act 
‘for beans in his first few scenes, caught 
| onto the business quickly enough to be 


| turning in passable performances by his 
| third day before the cameras. A very strong 


asset which he possesses is a quick and 
accurate memory. Another is a flair for 
mimicry which can stand a lot of develop- 


| ment yet but does come to him naturally. 


A™ THE TIME Race spent fixing up cars 
and driving them in his youth has been 
of little help so far to him in his career. 
He would have been better off learning to 
ride a horse which, of course, he had to 


| do the moment he was signed. His horse- 
| manship is reported as mostly lacking so 


far but he has shown he has the courage 
to ride if not the seat. In Black Horse 
Canyon he obeyed a director’s injunction 
to “Let him all out!” while riding a pony 


| downhill, with the result that the horse 
| tripped and went into a full front flip 
| in which Race was fortunately thrown 


elear, but, unfortunately, right on his face. 
He climbed right back on the horse to 
finish the scene before his bruises swelled. 


Some weeks after Race began work at 


| the studio he realized one day that he 
| had not as yet been to a Hollywood party— 


the kind he had read about in the papers. 


| Atjust about this time he got an opportun- 
| ity to escort Susan Cabot to Ciro’s, and this 


proved to be the famous affair at which 
Darryl Zanuck, head of 20th Century-Fox, 


| stripped to the waist and vainly tried to 


demonstrate to everyone present that he 


| 


( 
1 
i 


could chin himself one-handed. The story 
'goes that Zanuck got the idea for his 
' gymnastics because Race confessed to him 
how he used to climb the fences at 20th. 
_Zanuck is supposed to have replied that 
‘he could go over those fences one-handed, 
while reading a script with the other. 


Actually Race’s social life is not much 


different from what it was before he turned " 


actor. The truth is he goes out with the 
very same friends, old pals from his high 
school days. One of these is Dean Marlo, 
who has also turned to acting. Another is 


| Sylvan Cole, who divides his time between 


attending Santa Monica College and work- 
ing at an aircraft company. A third friend 


| is Dave Schweitzer, who works for the tele- 


phone company. Dave was along the first 
_ evening Race was ever asked for an auto- 
graph by a stranger. They had dated two 
girls from their high school days and were 
seated in Coffee Dan’s, a popular eatery, 
when a young lady came to their table. 
“Please forgive me,” she asked Race, “but 
I’m in California only on a short visit and 
someone said you were in pictures. Could I 
have your autograph?” 
Unused to anything like this, Race was 
blushing by this time. He reached for a 
napkin (the girl hadn’t offered anything 


| to write on) and scribbled his name. The 


girl thanked him even as she looked down 


at his signature. Then her head jerked up.° 


“Race Gentry?” she cried. “Who’s he? I 


| thought you were Rock Hudson!” 


He decided, later that if anyone again 
ever asked for an autograph he would joke 


| about it first and accuse the person of 


not even knowing who he was. Well, some- 
one did ask Race for his autograph a few 
weeks later, at a picture premiere. 


HOW WOULD 


artists by mail for 40 years). Our faculty 
has developed an Art Talent Test that’s 
already started thousands toward art careers. 
It’s an easy test you take at home alone, 

in spare time. No charge or obligation. 


Why don’t you take it now too? I'll be 


happy to mail it to you! 


“G’ wan!” he laughed at the girl. “You don’t 
even know whose autograph you want. 
What’s my name?” G 

Sure enough the answer came _ back, 
“Rock Hudson, silly!” 

Race isn’t giving out any autographs 
these days. He is waiting to decide whether 
to grow a mustache or a beard for stronger 
personal identification. Rock’s suggestion is 
that they get into a saber fight and give 
each other distinguishing, and, of course, 
romantic, scars. 


R*c too younc for active military serv- 
ice up to now, has been a member of 
the. Naval Air Reserve for the past three 
years, reporting for training two weeks 
every summer and the first week end of 
every month. Between this and his new 
career he is a busy boy but this doesn’t 
mean he hasn’t any time for girls. He will 


\ 


YOU LIKE TO 
DRAW LIKE THIS? 


Not long ago the girl who did this drawing was 
actually wondering if she had art talent! Luckily, experts 
encouraged her. Now she’s having fun drawing— 
making lots of money too! We've seen this 
“happy ending’’ many times at Art Instruction, 
Inc. (We're world’s largest home study art 


school —have been finding and training beginner 


* always have time for girls. 


OT LONG AGO Race went down to a 

beautiful little promontory in the Pa- 
cific Ocean a few miles north of the Malibu 
Beach colony and bought an acre and a 
half of land. Some of his pals think this is 
quite a significant move. They point out 
that Race’s parents married young, that 
Race has a brother, Pete, who married 
young, and a sister, Carmen, who married 
young. And Race’s maternal grandfather, 
Salvador Carese, was one of the founders 
of the harbor town of San Pedro and lived 
there until he was killed in an automobile 
accident at the age of ninety-six. 

“Tt’s all very clear,” says Dave, Race’s 
pal. “Race has to obey family tradition. 
He has to marry young, live somewhere 
near the water with wife and family, and 
keep living out there until he is around 
a hundred.” END 
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they say it’s wonderful 


(Continued from page 27) filed in Cali- 
fornia, a state in which it takes one year 
for a divorce to become final. The parties 
to any California divorce are always 
warned by the Court that they cannot 
marry until the decree is final or the 
offending party may be held for bigamy. 

So naturally, no one expected Guy Mad- 
ison to elope to Mexico with Sheila Con- 
nolly. But that’s exactly what he did. 

Why would he refuse to wait a year for 
the final decree? : 

The answer is simple. When you're 
young and you’re sure you’ve found the 
one girl who will make the perfect wife, 
when you believe the time to be together 
is now—then you start looking for legal 
loopholes. 

You say to yourself, “I’m in love with 
this girl, and I’m going to marry her now. 
I'm sure the lawyers can work everything 
out. Thousands of couples have been mar- 
ried in Mexico before their divorce de- 
crees became final.” 

Guy Madison and Sheila Connolly felt 
that way last October. “So on Saturday, 
October 23,” Sheila remembers, “Guy and 
I got in the car and drove to San Diego. 
Then we took a plane to El Paso which 
is across the river from Juarez. 

“Guy had the marriage ring with him. 
He had asked me what kind I wanted and 
I had said, ‘Just a simple gold wedding 
band so that people can see I’m married.’ 
The ring is a quarter of an inch wide. 

“Anyway, we were supposed to get 
married on a Tuesday. The Mexican judge 
who was scheduled to perform the cere- 
mony, called and said, ‘Let’s make it 
Monday instead.’ Guy said that would be 
fine with us. 

“Came Monday and we got a call from 
Juarez. A friend said, “The judge is ready 
to marry you. Better come over right 
away or he’ll take off for lunch. Then we 
may never be able to find him.’ 

“Guy and I rushed down to the bridge 
that crosses the Rio Grande into Juarez. 
We applied for a permit to cross and get 
married in Mexico. The man who gave the 
permits wasn’t there. We had to wait ten 
minutes. Finally when we got the permit, 
we raced over to the judge’s office. It was 
too late. He was gone. 

“Our Spanish-speaking friend began to 
call the restaurants around town. He 
located the judge and said, ‘Come back. 
These people are waiting to get married.’ 
But when a Mexican judge is at lunch, 
he’s not going to suffer indigestion over 
a little thing like marriage. So Guy and 
I waited. Only the judge never showed. 

“We waited and waited until finally our 
friend got a bright idea. Wise in the ways 
of Mexico, he drove over to the judge’s 
house. Sure enough, the judge was there, 
taking a siesta, I guess. He brought him 
back, and we were married a little after 
three in the afternoon.” 

, Guy and Sheila had their wedding sup- 
per that night in a Chinese restaurant. 
Then they went to see Debbie Reynolds 
in Susan Slept Here. They spent their 
wedding night in an El Paso motel, and 
when morning came they flew to Miami 
where Guy was scheduled to appear at 
the Kellogg convention. Kellogg is the 
breakfast food company that sponsors Wild 
Bill Hickok, the television program that 
brought Madison back ta show business. 

While the Madisons were on their way 
to the Biscayne Bay Hotel in Miami, Stan 
Musgrave, Guy’s publicity man, released 
the wedding news to the press. 

The response in Hollywood was sur- 
prise. Following surprise came such ap- 
preval as, “If ever any man deserved a 
little happiness, it’s certainly Guy Madi- 


. 


sent Bhs fellow hasiGeed renee plenty.” z 


T# REFERENCE, of course, was to Madi- 
son’s unhappy first marriage to actress 
Gail Russell. yee 

After their marriage in 1949 Gail began 
to drink, first a little, then-more and more. 

Madison is quiet, moody and withdrawn, 
stubborn and determined, simple and shy. 
For years he lived with Gail, wondering 
why she could not control her weakness. 
Her indulgence caused him great anguish. 


Was it his fault? Was he responsible in - 


some way for Gail’s behavior? 

He searched his own soul, and he could 
find no answer. At the same time his 
marriage was foundering, his professional 
career was declining. 

“Madison was okay during the postwar 
era,” one studio executive confided three 
years ago, “but nowadays business is 
rough and we must separate the profes- 
sionals from the amateurs.” 

It’s a tribute to Madison’s fortitude and 
courage that when things were rough both 
in and out of home, he did not complain 
nor bemoan his fate. 

Worrying about Gail, he lost weight, a 
good twenty pounds. He became nervous 
and edgy. He suffered mentally and phys- 


WHERE THERE'S SMOKE 


At the Yankee 
Stadium a friend 
and I exchanged 
a few words about 
the game with a 
familiar - looking 
man, but we 
couldnt place his 
face. At a particu- 
larly tense mo- 
ment, we were 
distracted from 
the game by the 
frantic movements of the man next to 
us; he was practically turning his 
pockets inside out. Suddenly he 
leaned over and blurted out “Listen, 
could I bum a cigarette? I’m all out 
and I just can’t leave the game now 
to get some!” Of course we gave him 
a smoke—and were we glad after- 
wards, when a couple of girls came 
over and asked for Guy Mitchells 
autograph! 


Frances Manfredi 
New York, New York 


ically, but he never succumbed to self- 
pity. For Gail there was always under- 
standing and money and another chance. 

Last year Gail and Guy finally agreed 
to separate. Guy moved out, and Gail con- 
sulted a psychiatrist. The doctor recom- 
mended a sanitarium in Oregon. Gail 
agreed to go. Apparently it wasn’t enough. 
On November 25, 1953, Gail was arrested 
on suspicion of drunken driving. Ever 
faithful, Guy went to his wife’s aid. He 
posted bail and gave her all his support. 

When asked about the status of their 
relationship, he told a reporter, “I’m still 
devoted to Gail. Anything she needs from 
me she can have. I don’t expect Ill ever 
again get involved emotionally with an- 
other woman.” 


HAT, OF COURSE, was before Guy ran 

into Sheila Connolly, who came out to 
Hollywood in 1952 after making a fair 
success of modeling in New York. 

Ever since she was a child, Gail Russell 
has been an unhappy, mixed-up girl. This 
is mentioned so that no one will imagine 
that Guy Madison was in any way re- 


sponsible for agic alcoholism. 
As a child in Chicago, Gail used to hide 


sion. Her timidity was tremendous. \| 

When Paramount gave: her a contract | 
in 1942, one casting director said, “She is | 
the most scared, the most petrified kid I || 
have ever met in my life.” 

Gail never should have become an! 
actress. There is nothing of the exhibition- , 
ist in her make-up. She never had the 
confidence nor the ability to take the 
hard knocks that go with the career. 

They say that she drank to bolster her | 
sagging ego. Whatever the reason, her | 
marriage to Guy Madison was a painful | 
failure, a searing experience. 

That's why when the news of Guy’s 
second marriage broke on October 25, | 
Hollywood agreed that Madison did the | 
right thing in reaching out for his hap- | 
piness. Hollywood also agreed that Sheila ' 
Connolly was a lucky girl. Husbands like | 
Guy Madison aren’t easy to find. 


= Knows this. Before her marriage, , 
she dated dozens of the most eligible | 
men in Hollywood. None of them seemed | 
to click. Neither did her career. ‘| 
In coming to Hollywood in 1952, Sheila | 
hoped, quite naturally, for a successful 
screen career. She had studied a little at 
the Dramatic Workshop in New York. She 
had “made” a handful of magazine covers. 
But in the film capital the best she could | 
do was a couple of parts in television. | 
She was extremely popular, however. | 
One of the places she went was the Pan 
Pacific Auditorium in Los Angeles. Last 


April Sheila was invited to attend the || 


Sportsmen’s Show there. 


Guy Madison is an outstanding archer, | 


a crack hunter, a versatile athlete, pos- | 
sibly the best outdoor sportsman in movie- 
town, so naturally he was there, too. 
Jim Byron, a good-natured press agent 
who from time to time used to “plant | 
items” about Sheila, asked her if she'd || 
pose with Guy in a speed boat. |} 
Sheila quickly agreed, and that’s how || 
she met Robert Ozell Mosely of Bakers- 
field, California—screen name: Guy Madi- — 


son. 

As Sheila tells the story, “Guy was very || 
much alive the first night we met. He 
usually isn’t, you know. He’s very quiet, || 
very controlled. I liked him instantly. He || 
took me home in his car that night and || 
asked if he might phone. I said sure.- | 

“He phoned a couple of times, and we | 
talked over the phone, and you know 
what? After these conversations I stopped 
going out with other fellows. Now mind 
you, I’d never been out with Guy on a 
date, but somehow just talking to him ~« 
and thinking about him—well, I just be- 
gan to hope that he’d ask me out. 

“The day after Gail applied for a di- 
vorce, Guy dated me. We drove out to 
the Holiday House for dinner. That’s near 
Malibu, down by the beach. 

“Maybe I shouldn’t say it. But I fell for 
him almost immediately. He was so sweet, || 
so thoughtful in a very kind and natural | 
way. After that date, I just sat around | 
and waited for him to call again. When he | 
did—well, I just felt wonderful. 

“We began to see each other every day. | 
We went down to the beach. We went || 
fishing. He introduced me to his friends. || 
Rory and Lita Calhoun told me a good | 
deal about Guy. They love him very 
much. 

“Guy and I never got engaged but we 
certainly fell in love. One night we spoke 
about his immediate plans. Guy said he ' 
was going into a Columbia picture, Five’ || 


ea 


Against The House. When that was over, 
he planned to go fishing in Colorado. In 
January he was scheduled to go to Mexico 
for another picture. The more he spoke, the 
more we realized that in the months to 
come we’d probably be separated. That’s 
when he decided that we’d better get 
married. Next afternoon on the way to 
i the beach he proposed. 

“The minute he asked me I said yes.” 


‘Whod Leheove / was ever 
embarrassed by PIMPLES to 


New! Clearasil Medication 


s STARVES 
PIMPLES 


SKIN-COLORED 
HIDES PIMPLES WHILE IT WORKS 


Doctors’ clinical tests prove this new-type medi- 
cation especially for pimples really works. In 
skin specialists’ tests on 202 patients, 9 out of 
every 10 cases were cleared up or definitely 
improved while using CLEARASIL. 


p\ ss THE ELOPEMENT to Juarez, the Mad- 
isons spent one week of their honey- 
moon in Miami. It wasn’t much of a honey- 
moon, because Guy was working. He was 
spreading good will among the Kellogg 
representatives. 

From Miami, Guy and Sheila flew back 
| to San Diego, picked up their car and 
| drove to Bakersfield. Here, Guy introduced 
| his wife to his parents, hard-working, 
God-fearing Baptists. 
| Sheila, of course, is Catholic: She has 
| four sisters and one brother. She was born 
‘ in New York City, but her family re- 
| turned to Ireland in 1931. In 1946, Timothy 
' Connolly, a jockey, took his family back 
to New York. Tim is now a popular horse- 
trainer in the east. As of this writing the 
Connollys have yet to meet their newest 
| and most famous son-in-law. 

Sheila has abandoned all attempts at a 
show business career. “Being Guy Madi- 
son’s wife,” she claims, “is career enough 
for me. I just want to spend as much 
time with him as I possibly can. Fortunate- 
ly, I love outdoor sports just as much as 
he does, and I don’t mind going on loca- 
tion trips with him one little bit.” 

In line with this, Guy was ordered to 
Reno less than two weeks after his mar- 
riage. Sheila went along, and the newly- 
weds were given the bridal suite at the 
Pony Express Motel. 


Amazing starving action. CLEARASIL actually 
starves pimples because it helps remove the oils 
that pimples “feed” on. And CLEARASIL’s anti- 
septic action stops the growth of bacteria that 
can cause and spread pimples. Skin-colored to 
hide pimples and end embarrassment. Grease- 
less, stainless... pleasant to leave on day and 
night for uninterrupted medication. 


America’s largest-selling specific pimple 
medication...because CLEARASIL has helped so 
many boys, girls and adults. GUARANTEED to 
work for you as it did in doctors’ tests or money 
Good Housekeeping ee back. 59¢and98¢.Atalldruggists.GetCLEARASIL 
$45 soyeanst WS today. (Available in Canada, slightly more.) 


[* RENO Mrs. Madison, accompanied by 
her black poodle, showed up every day 
at Harold’s Club to watch her husband 
perform in Five Against The House. 

When one reporter asked if she intended 
to follow Guy on location even after her 
marriage was blessed with children, Sheila 
said, “I’m going to follow him straight 
down the line, children or no children. 
That’s the best way to keep a marriage 
together. When the babies are born, they’ll 
go on location, too.” 

In his own quiet way, Guy feels simi- 


ee. 90re Toes, 
Tender Spots? 


MAKE MONEY 


(Zz HOSIERY! 


Men and women wanted to introduce amazing 


larly over-possessive which, of course, is Savers soht De Scholl’s sien stockings: (auerenfead” easiny puns and 
. . ino-pads not o: ive you snags) and men's, children's hosiery (guarantee 

only natural for newlyweds. During his pie ere aceD mallet eaton one full year) by giving away free trial pairs 
Reno location, Guy’s eyes sparkled, his corns before they can start . .. regardless whether or not final purchase is made! 
smile shone, and he looked happier than remove corns one of the quick- Earn up to $3 an hour spare time. Mail postcard 

he has in years END est ways known to medical science— today for FREE samples men's and women's 
‘ but also ease new or tight shoes! No other method hosiery with complete money-making outfits. 


Nothing to pay now or later. Absolutely no 
obligation. 


KENDEX CORP., BABYLON 260, N. Y. 


does all these things. So, insist on Dr. Scholl’s! 


the gal who got away 


/F YOU SUFFER 
PAIN © "ieveucm 


(Continued from page 45) went around 
together. Ava got into the bullring with 
me. Together we worked a bull. As for 
marriage, I am afraid you are making a 
big thing of a little thing.” 

Deus a Helly Weed are a dime a dozen, 
so when the Spaniard went to Lake Tahoe 
two days later, much of the community ex- e You can qualify for an American School 
pected an eventual Gardner-Dominguin =—— He Diploma in spare time at home! If you have 
matriage. REEF i ‘ ff left school, write or mail coupon for FREE 

But Ava never does the expected. That’s I 1k Y with booklet that tells how. No obligation of any 
why she’s such a puzzle. tt mind: 
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—because you lack a 


HIGH SCHOOL DIPLOMA 


When her residence requirements for a I 
| divorce were filled, did she file for divorce the way theusende oh “3 d as t AMERICANDSCMOOE Dept WZis 
from Frank Sinatra and fly back to Madrid physicians a entists recommend. 1 Drexel at 58th, Chicaze 37, IMinois 
| with Luis Miguel? HERE’S WHY ... Anacin is like a doctor's 1 Please send FREE High School booklet. 
| Not on your life. She let Luis dangle prescription. That is, Anacin contains not ' N 
, z : A ; CLG OG ANS SOON OO OEE DSS BES ESB Ot 5 
along with the legal completion of her just one but a combination of medically I 
divorce. proved active ingredients. No other product : A AAO Sine ciatah otal ohetes cate lelota ore aveiicielale te aieleceuele evaisieie 
Why? gives faster, longer-lasting relief from pain UNC f Slated Bare oil etatge cite) satis steaan cies 
A friend of Ava’s says, “This girl of headache, neuralgia, neuritis than Anacin € Canadian Residents: Complete Canadian Course Available. 
has learned the hard way. There was a tablets. Buy Anacin® today! La eee eee ee eye oro ears ee care ee ZO 
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IF YOU WANT TO TIE 
BOWS LIKE THIS . 


GET THESE TWO GUIDES 
TO GREATER GIFT-GIVING SUCCESS! 


Be Prepared for Every 
Gift-Giving Occasion! Buy 
the King Size Spool for 
Economy! 

This booklet tells you how 
to tie dozens of bows and 
special effects! 

This booklet tells you how 
to makescores of expensive- 
looking gifts easily and 
quickly from inexpensive 
Crinkle Tie! 


MAIL THIS COUPON TODAY! 


CRINKLE TIE 
2314 W. Logan BI., Chicago 47, Ill. 
J Send me booklet on tying beautiful bows. 
1 Send me Crinkle Craft booklet. 

! enclose 10c coin for each booklet | ordered. 


ENLARGEMENT GIVEN! 


Plus 12 Photo Keepsakes 


Just send photoorneg. Glamorous black and 
white enlargement & frame 8x10 size 67cea. | 
Given extra: if you order three we include 
one extra enlargement plus 12 photokeep- 
sakes. Be sure to include color of hair, eyes, 
etc. for oil coloring. Send no money. Pay 
postman. State choice of frames, brown or 
maroon. Originals returned. 


Dept. 690, Marvel Art, 3140 Roosevelf Road, Chicago 12, ilinois 


$35.00 WEEKLY 


Addressing Envelopes for advertisers. In- 
structions $1.00 refundable. UNITED Ad- 
vertising Service, Spring Valley 45, N. Y. 


FREE: 
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If you need more money... 


Up to $5 hour demonstrating 
Famous Hollywood Cos- 
metics, your neighborhood. 
Free Samples and _ details 
supplied. Write to: 


HARRY TAYLOR, Pres. 
Studio Girl— 
Hollywood Cosmetics 
Glendale, Calif., Dept. 0-25 


SAVE ON 


COTTONS 
saialelate sch = Rayons-Nylons 


See new, finest guaranteed 
values in fashions at lowest 
prices...anywhere! Beauti- 
ful, exciting styles in dresses, 
coats, sportswear...and page 
after page of quality house- 
: hold items for entire family 
- {| and home. Over % million 
_j| thrifty womenacclaim South 
{| Carolina Mills for best sav- 
|| ings! Our great new catalog 
| FREE for asking! Just 
|| send your name and address 
on a postcard today to: 


South caren Mills, Dept. 246, Spartanburg, S.C. 
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time she was in love with love. But no 
more. When she marries again, she is going 
to be absolutely certain that the odds for a 
happy marriage are with her. In the past 
she has hoped against hope. She knew that 
marrying Rooney or Shaw or Sinatra was 
no cinch, but she was seriously in love with 
each of them. Young and optimistic, she 
thought marriage would change them. 

“Now she knows that marriage rarely 
changes any man’s basic character. I’m 
sure Dominguin is mad about Ava and 
would marry her on a moment's notice. 
But Dominguin is a devout Catholic who 
doesn’t believe in divorce. And Spaniards 
are not brought up to give a wife much 
freedom. 

“Ava has come to the point where she 
looks beyond the first flush of romance. 
The gap between her way of life and Do- 
minguin’s is too wide and she knows it. 
That’s why she and Luis will be close 
friends and nothing more. That's why 
nothing came of his visit to Lake Tahoe. 
They just swam around together, listened 
to records, and laughed it up with Ava’s 
two sisters who were staying with her. 

“T’m not sure why Ava didn’t pick up 
her divorce. I think she and Sinatra are 
being stubborn about who pays what.” 

Whether this explanation of Ava’s be- 
havior is entirely accurate, no one knows. 

All we do know is that after Dominguin 
had spent a week up at Lake Tahoe, Ava 
diplomatically sent him back to Hollywood. 

A few weeks later she climbed into a 
private plane supplied by a well-known 
producer and flew to Miami. With the 
prominent executive beside her, she made 
a round of the Florida hot spots. 

Is she in love with the producer? Is she 
running away from problems? 

Ava won’t even tell herself the answers. 
A seething body of conflicts and neuroses, 
she keeps on the go. 


EXT STOP—HAVANA. Then Ava decided 

to tour South America to promote The 
Barefoot Contessa. Practically anything is 
better for her, she reasoned, than returning 
to Hollywood. 

There are many versions of what hap- 
pened to the persecuted Miss Gardner on 
her South American junket. In Brazil sev- 
eral newspapers claimed that Ava imbibed 
one drink too many in Rio de Janeiro. 
They said that she was ordered out of 
the Gloria Hotel for breaking champagne 
glasses, conducting a wild party and 
throwing a glass at the hotel manager. 

The truth is that Ava Gardner was and 
is immensely popular in every South 
American country except Brazil. Thou- 
sands of screaming fans swarmed all over 
her in Chile. She was enthusiastically 
welcomed in Argentina. 

In Brazil, however, she was subjected 
to the most deliberate harassments. 

Many Brazilians blame the suicide of 
their late President Getulio Vargas on the 
indirect influence of the United States. 
Ava arrived in Rio when anti-United 
States feeling was at its zenith, less than 
a month after Vargas’ death. ‘ 

Here is an eye-witness report: “Ava 
Gardner, her secretary and her publicity 
man arrived at the airport in Rio de 
Janeiro. Because she had been received 
cordially in other South American coun- 
tries, Ava thought she would be passed 
through the customs, police and immigra- 
tion departments very quickly. 

“Instead, the Brazilian authorities really 
went to work on her. They opened up 
every single piece of luggage. They were 
more thorough than usual. After all, what 
would Ava be smuggling into Brazil? 

“As the customs authorities searched, 
the actress grew increasingly angry. At 
one point she said, ‘Why don’t you guys 
get a microscope?’ 


“Apparently this remark infuriated the 
customs inspectors, and they really gave 
Ava the business. It was most unfair, and 
she had every reason to be resentful. 
When the customs men finally finished 
dragging every article out of the suitcases 
and jamming them back, Ava was furious. 

“‘Tet’s grab the first plane and get out 
of this place, she demanded. ‘They’re a 
pack of savages here. I don’t want to stay.’ 

“Ava was prevailed upon to catch a cab 
to the Hotel Gloria, but before she could 
make her way out of the airport, crowds 
of Brazilian fans descended upon her. It 
sounds incredible but many of these fans 
deliberately tried to trip her and kick her. 
That’s how mad they were at everyone 
and everything from the United States. 

“When Ava reached the hotel in Copa- 
cabana she was assigned to suite 901. She 
was still angry and she tried to soothe 
herself with cognac. 

“Presently the hotel manager was called 
by other guests and told that Ava and her 
party were making too much noise. The 
manager went to suite 901. Someone tossed 
a glass of cognac at him. So he ordered 
Ava and her friends out of the hotel. 

“Indignant, the actress hired a cab, drove 
down the road three blocks and checked 
in at the Copacabana Apartments. I have 
never seen her so angry. She was boiling. 

“The next day she held a press confer- 
ence and tried to be very gracious. When 
a reporter asked her how she liked Rio, 
she said, ‘I’ve always wanted to come here. 
It’s a really lovely city.’ 


Arthur Godfrey and Julie La 
Rosa met in the elevator in the 
CBS Building. Godfrey said, “Julie, 
now that you're on your own, I've 
got some advice. Don't play all 
those benefit shows. There's no 
money in them." —Paul Denis 


“Another reporter asked her if she were 
drunk the night before, if that’s why she 
was thrown out of the Gloria Hotel. ‘I 
never drink,’ Ava fibbed.” 

The following afternoon, Ava caught a 
plane to Buenos Aires where she was 


treated in a manner befitting a movie star i 


of her stature. A few days later she 
showed up in New York where in response 
to press inquiries she said, “I never intend 
to go to Brazil again. . . . I didn’t throw 
that cognac glass at the hotel manager. I 
threw it on the floor. . . . The fans in 
Brazil weren’t friends. I was deliberately 
tripped. The whole thing was horrible. 
After the hotel incident I got several tele- 
grams telling me to get out of the country.” 


VA WOULD NOT TALK about whether , 


she was or was not in love with the 


aforementioned producer, whether she had | 


agreed to a rendezvous with Luis Domin- 


guin in Majorca next year, nor whether | 


or not she planned to make only one pic- 
ture a year in Hollywood. 


These are just a few of the questions || 


Ava’s fans would like to have answered. 


There are many more. Does she use travel |} 


as an escape mechanism? Has she re- 
nounced marriage? 


suspended so frequently? 


Interest in the glamorous Miss Gardner || 


is sympathetic and endless. 


Ava’s fans know that more than any- || 


thing else she craves a family. She wants 


babies and lots of them. Ava has said so | 


over and over again. 


If ever any girl deserved a sober, reli- q 


able, good-natured, fun-loving husband, 
that girl is Ava Lavinia, whose soul is as 
beautiful as her face. 


But she has been unable to find such a | 
man in Hollywood or in show business. | 


Whether she can find one in some distant 


land, those of us who love and admire her i 


will have to wait to see. END 


Why has she been i 


elizabeth remembers 


(Continued from page 34) to trip her, pick 
her up, grin, “Hi, Beautiful,” and vanish, 
leaving her in a spin. His name was Derek 
Harris. It’s now John Derek. And that’s 
all she remembers about the Pacific Pali- 
sades because, on the heels of this ro- 
mance, they moved to Beverly. 

Her first ambition was to be a ballerina. 
So ardently did she practice as to throw 
her foot completely out of joint. “There’s a 
great lump on it, sort of an extra bone. 
You can still see it. That’s probably why I 
have to wear size sevens, which is all I 
have in common with Garbo. But the truth 
| finally dawned that I just wasn’t that 
graceful, so I settled for horses.” 

Her second ambition was to be an ac- 
tress. She could easily have been laughed 
out of it, and almost was. She was a shy 
child with little assurance. To Elizabeth, 
who had seen a total of three movies, this 
| brought pleasant visions of getting dressed 
| up in all kinds of harem outfits. So one 
| day, when the teacher asked what they 
| wanted to be, she said, “An actress.” The 
titters that swept the room threw her into 
such confusion that she decided to be a 
nurse. 

It wasn’t in the cards. The Taylors 
signed with Universal. Whatever hap- 
pened was all right with Elizabeth, so 
long as her kingdom of dreams remained 
| inviolate. She remembers the singing les- 
| sons at the studio which she rather en- 
joyed. She remembers a director’s crack 
which she failed to enjoy. “The only 
reason that kid’s under contract is because 
her folks know the vice-president. She 
can’t act worth a cent, and she’s a hideous 
little girl, to boot.” She never had thought 
of herself as pretty. It never bothered her 
when people, staggered by Howard’s good 
looks, spoke their tactful minds. “What 
a shame he isn’t the girl!” She agreed 
with them. Among Howard’s admirers, 
Elizabeth topped the list. But she did find 
| “hideous” rather unfriendly. “I decided 
| maybe I didn’t want to be in pictures 
after all.” 


(UU sees dropped her, MGM picked her 
up and tested her for Lassie Come 
Home. Getting the part, she was pleased. 
Losing it would have been no great dis- 
aster. Even as she grew older, her attitude 
toward her work was mixed. Stardom per 
se held little lure for her. She didn’t be- 
long to the sisterhood lashed by ambition. 
She liked the thrill of new costumes, new 
people, new places. She liked acting, too, 
though in a secondary way. Not till A 
Place In The Sun did she feel the true fire. 
She felt it again in The Last Time I Saw 
Paris. “Unless I can have enthusiasm for 
the role and the whole thing, then I don’t 
really enjoy it in the fuller sense. Now 
I’d like to learn to be a good actress.” 
The one part she craved before A Place 
In The Sun was National Velvet, but with 
no conception of how it might hop up her 
| career. Elizabeth was horse-crazy, not 
eareer-crazy. She had read the book and 
identified herself with Velvet. She’d have 
to grow three inches, so she ate, drank 
and slept herself taller. She found and fell 
in love with a horse named King Charles, 
and talked MGM into using him as The Pi. 
The picture made millions and made Eliz- 
abeth, but from her point of view King 
Charles remained its center. On her thir- 
; teenth birthday, Benny Thau phoned. 
“Happy birthday, Elizabeth, and we’re 
| giving you King Charles.” It was the 
| high point and the end of childhood. Two 


years later she was a glamour girl. 


| Gz DRAWS THE line at talking about her 


looks. Compliments embarrass her and 
drive her into her shell. To friends she 
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has said: “I might have a disfiguring acci- 
dent. I want people to like me for me, not 
for what I look like.” She’s as conscious of 
her appearance as any attractive girl, 
neither more nor less. Strange as it may 
seem to the rest of us, the combination of 
great beauty and stardom can have its 
drawbacks, if you’re no exhibitionist. Be- 
ing stared at becomes hateful. Being told 
you're the most beautiful girl in the world 
leaves you standing around with egg on 
your face. Through early adolescence Eliz- 
abeth was set apart, when all she wanted 
was to be one of the gang. “My girl friends 
were dating and going to junior proms. 
Nobody asked me. They considered me a 
bit of a freak, which I could well under- 
stand, but it frightened me a little. Like a 
girl at high school who doesn’t make a 
sorority. You feel shut out. It didn’t last 
long, but it wasn’t good. In the end I 
made my own circle of friends, and gave 
up trying to be a high school kid.” 

A solid nineteen to her fifteen, Marshall 
Thompson pierced the invisible ring that 
hedged her around. With both mothers as 
chaperones—which rather dashed the 
grown-up feeling for Liz—he escorted her 
to the premiére of The Yearling, and she 
floated on air in her first blue organdy 
formal. A few nights later, without ma- 
ternal supervision, he took her to a plain 
movie, treated her to chocolate sundaes 
at Wil Wright’s and to her first kiss. They 
went steady for two weeks. Elizabeth broke 
it up for the best of reasons. A high school 
boy had asked her to the senior prom. 


"[ omRENTS OF worDs have seen print on 
the subject of love and Elizabeth—too 
many words. Away from the limelight, she 
could have gloried and suffered through 
her normal quota of crushes, even made 
her marital mistake in peace and caused 
nary a ripple. As it is, every sigh was 
stalked, every tremulous emotion laid bare 
on the clinical table. It’s the price of Hol- 
lywood stardom and Elizabeth, doubly 
beautiful, paid it double. A host of inde- 
finable pressures harried her to grow up 
before her time, forced decisions when 
she should have been left to dream. She’s 
got no beef. As she sees it, the decisions 
were her own. On the subject of love— 
before Michael—she’s frank, if concise. 
“Marshall Thompson was the first boy 
I ever dated. I went steady with Glenn 
Davis and wore his little gold football 
around my neck. I was devoted to him. It 
was a phase. I got over it. I was officially 
engaged to Bill Pawley, and devoted to 
him. That was a phase—palm trees and 
moonlight and things. They couldn’t be 
nicer boys—all of them. I was officially en- 
gaged to Nick and we were married, which 
proved to be a mistake. I’m still very fond 
of him. After that I haven’t been engaged 
to anyone but Michael, who’s a living doll 
and the nicest man I know. Meaning I 
like him as dearly as I love him, which is 
probably the bedrock of a good marriage.” 


HH tzwoop ECHOES her appraisal of Mi- 
chael. In a dog-eats-dog town, he has 
carved himself a unique niche for kindli- 
ness, genile dealing and the gift of putting 
himself in his fellow’s place. Wit, however 
deft, at somebody else’s expense, makes 
him wince. Lightly, without priggishness, 
he maneuvers to turn the dart against 
himself. Mention his name where you like, 
and eyes light up. Vic Mature, no senti- 
mentalist, offered the ultimate sacrifice. 
“Tf I had a part and that guy wanted it, 
I'd move heaven and earth to see that 
he got it.” 

In 1948 she went to London for Conspir- 
ator. All she remembers about the pic- 
ture is playing big love scenes with Bob 
Taylor, then being dragged off to school, 
which amazed the British. About Michael, 


working at the same studio, she remem- 
bers more. His smile, his lovely sense of 
fun, the way he treated her. “Not like a 
sort of child, nor like anything but a hu- 
man being he enjoyed talking to.” They 
visited back and forth on the sets. At lunch 
she would manage to walk past his table, 
and maybe have to go by again for a fork 
or something. Or she’d just happen to 
stroll down the corridor when, wonder of 
wonders, Michael was turning the corner. 
At sixteen, she thought herself pretty 
subtle. He telephoned her a couple of 
times and even gave her a photo of him- 
self. “Which I undoubtedly asked for, as I 
can’t imagine his doing it otherwise, he’s 
so over-modest. I gave him a couple of 
flowers, which was just a romantic whim.” 

Those were the months when she wore 
Glenn’s football. One day Michael said: 
“You really shouldn’t marry that fellow, 
you know. You should wait for me.” He 
was kidding, of course, though now and 
then she let herself slip into reveries of 
what it might be like if he weren’t. “But 
a gossamer dream,” she sighs, “is as far 
as it went.” 

Three months after her eighteenth birth- 
day she married Nick. Seven months later 
she divorced him and took an apartment 
with her secretary, Peggy Rutledge. “I 
didn’t want to hurt my parents. But you 
can’t learn responsibility under somebody 
else’s wing. It’s hard for parents to realize 
that children must grow up. I had been 
married and divorced. It was high time 
I grew up.” 


HE FOLLOWING June she returned to 

England for Ivanhoe. Her picture graced 
the papers and her telephone rang. A man 
named Wilding. “I thought possibly you 
mightn’t know anyone here, so I wonder 
if you’d care to have dinner with me.” 

“That’s a gallant way of putting it, and 
I would.” 

They dined that night and the next and 
the night after and all the nights to come. 
To Elizabeth, it was like reaching home. 
Especially the night Michael said, and this 
time he wasn’t kidding: “Let’s end this 
getting engaged to other people. You see, 
I told you you should have waited for me.” 

This was their real (though unofficial) 
betrothal. _Her picture finished, she re- 
turned to America. His picture finished, he 
followed as a guest of the Stewart Grang- 
ers who invited Elizabeth to stay with 
them too. One legend irks her. It tells how 
Michael couldn’t afford to buy her an 
engagement ring, nor so much as a hot 
dog. “As an Englishman, he was allowed 
to bring only seventy-five pounds into 
the country. Which covered lots of hot 
dogs—with mustard. My mistake, when 
we went to the jeweler’s, was in writing 
a check. Michael borrowed money from 
friends and paid me back exactly the same 
afternoon. I don’t relish the idea that I 
paid for my own engagement ring. I relish 
it less since it happens to be untrue.” 

Shortly thereafter, work called him back 
to England. Their marriage was planned 
for his return. But Elizabeth’s decree went 
through in January, and they couldn’t 
summon up one sensible reason for wast- 
ing months apart they might spend to- 
gether. So she flew the ocean to her love 
and on February 21, 1952, married him at 
the Registry Office in Caxton Hall. 

“The office was like a little schoolroom, 
with floral wreaths all over it, looking as 
though they had been used for innumer- 
able weddings. For once in my life I was 
actually on time, and there I stood quiv- 
ering, small bouquet in hand. Michael’s 
mother and dad and about seven others 
were lined up in these straightbacked 
wooden chairs. The man who married us 
got behind the desk. He began, ‘We are 
now gathered together,’ and his voice came 


— 


glurking from deep down in his throat so 


exactly like Richard Haydn’s that it 
broke me up. I started giggling away till 
I finally had to cover my face with my 


gloves. pene I could really pempose 
myself, the whole thing was over and I 

was gazing at Michael, all pale and shaken. Y O U T O WA RD 
To buck him up, I announced I would now 


kiss the groom. Outside, we were sepa- 
rated by the crowds jampacked into this 
tiny narrow street. A great kind policeman 


picked me up and carried me to the car, 
where my husband joined me. People 
swarmed all over the front and back and 
hood. One girl was practically fainting. 
We leaned out and asked if we could help. 
Fortunately, somebody else undertook 
that. We had been told to drive around 
for fifteen minutes, so everyone else could 
get to the reception before us. Instead, we 
stopped at a wineshop and, all by our- 
selves, toasted the Wildings in champagne. 
Our wedding supper—the menu somehow 
leaked out—consisted of split-pea soup, 
bacon and eggs. Not on account of aus- 
terity, but because we like split-pea soup, 


b d eggs. We had ah i 
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age. Michael’s urbanity is proof against all 
such croaking. “Since I happen to be men- 


tally retarded,” he observes gravely, “it Buy The New 65¢ Size— 
works out very well.” 

This reduces his wife to laughter, but Save As Much As 37¢ a 
under protest. Any hint, even in jest, that Also available in 
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“All right, let’s be serious,” he soothes 


her. “Let’s take the big deal about when i 
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a hale sixty, which I propose to achieve Ts 


one of these days? If it were eighty now, 
I might have been cautious.” 


We ° ” 

“If it were eighty,” she retorts, “I’d have t k Pp) 

snagged you still.” are you a pic ure-pic er e 
In London one morning the phone rang 

at seven. “When the test comes through,” 

they had told the doctor “even if it’s 

blackest midnight, call us.” The test was 

positive. They danced wildly around the 

room till Liz bethought herself that she 

was pregnant and maybe shouldn’t carry ir YOU ARE i 

on like a dervish. Michael smote his brow e@ 


and decreed breakfast in bed. This lasted 


two days, when Liz pronounced it pure including 3 RAYTHEON 
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for the sound of surgical instruments. She 
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bright purple, one of her favorite shades. 
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“Michael, Michael, Michael!” 
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down the hall, where he came running to GIVE TO FRIENDS, CLASSMATES, RELATIVES. USE 
meet her. Not till his hand clasped hers FOR COLLEGE JEMELOY MENT EASSEOR On aL, 


14 CATIONS. SEND MONEY AND PHOTO TO 
was the cry hushed. “And they wheeled us | wattet pHoTOS, BOX D13-25, _ HILLSIDE, N. NZ 


in together,” she recalls. “Or at any rate, 
in my hazy state of mind, that was the 


general impression. And highly satisfactory 
to me.” 
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She shot 
the ashes off 


ER name was Phoebe Mozee and she was born in Darke County, 
| Ohio, in 1860, and she could shoot the head off a running quail 
when she was twelve years old. 


Once, at the invitation of Kaiser Wilhelm II of Germany, she 
knocked the ashes off a cigaret while he was holding it in his mouth. 


When she out-shot the great exhibition marksman, Frank Butler, he 
fell in love with her and married her and they were ideally happy 
together for the rest of their long lives. 


She could handle a rifle or a six-gun with an artistry unsurpassed by 
that of any human being before her time or, probably, since. And 
when she appeared with Sitting Bull and other notables in Colonel 
Cody’s Wild West Show, she thrilled your father and mother—not as 


Phoebe Anne Oakley Mozee but as “Little Sure Shot,” the immortal. 


Annie Oakley. 


Annie Oakley, the poor back-country orphan girl who made her way 
to world-wide fame, was the very spirit of personal independence. That 
spirit is just as much alive in our generation as it was in hers. It is 
among the great assets of our people—and our nation. And it is one 
very great reason why our country’s Savings Bonds are perhaps the 
finest investment in the world today. 


Make that investment work for you! Increase your personal inde- 
pendence and your family’s security, by buying United States Savings 
Bonds regularly —starting now! 


It’s actually easy to save money—when you buy United States 
Series E Savings Bonds through the automatic Payroll Savings 
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you receive will pay you interest at the rate of 3% per year, 
compounded semiannually, for as long as 19 years and 8 months 
if you wish! Sign up today! Or, if you’re self-employed, join the 
Bond-A-Month Plan at your bank. 


For your own security—and your country’s, too— 
invest in U.S. Savings Bonds! 


The U. S. Government does not pay for this advertisement. It is donated by 
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Magazine Publishers of America. 


the Kaiser's cigaret 


making Beau Brummell and Michael was || 


‘Spending a week-end with his brother in 
Ireland. He was due in at eight that eve- 
ning. “By the time Daddy gets back,” Liz 
informed her son, “you’ve got to do some- 
thing special.” Nothing to it. Never having 
taken a step before, he rose obligingly to 


his feet and took twelve all at once. Be- | 
tween ecstasy over this performance and |} 


dismay over Michael’s missing it, Liz 


threatened to lose her mind. “Let’s put | 


him to bed extra early,” suggested the 


nurse, “and wake him when Mr. Wilding | 


gets in.” 
_ Mrs. Wilding flung herself into Mr. Wild- 
ing’s arms. “He walks alone!!” 

Mr. Wilding blanched, but kept a stiff 
upper lip. They stationed themselves at a 
distance from Junior. “Come, darling,” 
coaxed his mother. 

He came. “One, two, three,” counted his 


father, and up to six, when the walker || 


flopped, emitting a curious noise. “He said 
seven, gasped Michael. 

Elizabeth rocked with joy. “It just 
sounded that way.” 


For the record, Michael concedes that || 


she’s possibly right. In private, he’s firm- 
ly convinced that Baby said seven. 


T® NEW BABY is due in March. A girl || 


would be nice, but it doesn’t really mat- 
ter. They’ve picked tentative names—may- 
be Christopher, maybe Virginia. People 
have confused Elizabeth with Virginia for 
no good reason. 
director called her Virginia until she re- 
belled. “My name’s Elizabeth. I won’t 
answer to Virginia.” But her daughter 
may. 

Having gone through one childbirth, she 
feels more casual this time. Instead of 


pickles, she craved a miniature Schnauzer. || 


Michael put his foot down. “We can’t have 
another animal.” He likes animals. She’s 
a real sucker for them. He'll pat any 
pooch he passes and scratch any eat be- 
hind the ear. She pines to give them all 
house-room. 
white carpets and furniture, he said: “We 
must really keep the dogs outside.” She 
said: “They’re part of me. If we keep them 
outside, I might as well not have them.” 

They’re kept inside. They include a new 
miniature Schnauzer, name of Shnorkel. 
Not that Michael yields to her every whim. 
But he’s wise enough to recognize that a 
deep and compassionate love for the four- 
footed goes beyond whimsy. 


W= A SECOND baby coming, they needed 
a larger house and had it all figured 
out to buy an older place, fix it up, save 
money, and look forward to the distant day 
when they could afford to have George 
MacLean build them one. George Mac- 
Lean is their ideal architect. 

Michael went looking. According to Liz, 
he’s a frustrated real estate agent. Even 
when they don’t need a house, he looks for 
fun. One day he came home in a quiet 
British dither over a brick-and-glass fairy 
tale built by George MacLean, exactly the 
right size, and of course they couldn’t af- 
ford it but Elizabeth must see it. “There’s 
no point in seeing it,’ she wailed. “I know 
Tl love it. ’'m afraid I'll love it too much.” 

Against her own fears she held out for a 
week. Then they drove up and found they 
couldn’t get in, so they peered over the 
wall at the pool, which proved to be their 
undoing. “This wall,” said our heroine, “is 
low enough to climb.” A few minutes 
later they went pussyfooting through the 
rooms while Elizabeth flipped even harder 
than she’d expected. That night they did a 
repeat, risking capture by the cops or Mr. 
MacLean. Next day Michael said, “Let’s 
be legal,” and called the architect. “We've 
been breaking into your house.” 

“That will never do,” said the other, and 


In National Velvet, the | 


Moving into a home with | 


gave them a key. They used it. 
Between we-can’t-afford-it and we- 
can’t-give-it-up, they haunted the place 
for three months. Till three in the morn- 
ing they would sit beside the huge win- 
dow that forms one wall of the livingroom, 
watching the lights of Beverly wink out. 
They would take picnic baskets and eat 
their lunch. on the floor. The approach of 
prospective buyers would be the signal for 
Elizabeth to lilt: “Just look at this awful 
hole, Michael. Those mice we saw must 
be raising a family here.” In lipstick she 
scrawled at strategic points a scarlet soLp. 


HEN CAME the dire rumor of an actual 
sale. It was only Elizabeth’s lipstick 

boomeranging, but it sent them chasing 
and pleading to their business manager, 
who turned grey-green. “I can’t keep you 
from buying it. I can only point out that 
you'll be paying for the rest of your lives.” 

“We don’t care,” chorused the delirious 
Wildings. 

In all soberness, they don’t. 
you love,” said Elizabeth, “is terribly im- 
portant, especially in this business. It’s 
true that if you love each other, outsiders 


“A home 


can’t hurt you. But you can never afford to 
be that smug. Marriage isn’t just flitting 
round in an organdy apron. There are al- 
ways things that have to be worked out. 
I believe you can work them out more 
easily in Pizmo Beach, where you're left 
alone, than in Hollywood where people 
keep pawing at you. Well, they can’t paw 
at us here. Our home is our castle. More- 
over,” she added, the glint returning to her 
eye, “this one has a special advantage. 
Michael saw it first.” 

“Which means,’ he explained, “that 
whenever I call her extravagant, she’s got 
an ace in the hole to whack me with.” 


Gr HAS GROWN into a woman of grace and 
dignity. Happily, something of the child 
remains. As when she calls Michael on the 
set of The Scarlet Coat. “It’s at least two 
hours since you told me you loved me.” 

“Darling, I’m surrounded by a hundred 
people.” 

“Does it matter?” 

“No. I love you, Elizabeth.” 

It’s her favorite line, never staled by 
repetition. It crowns the years of her life 
that she loves best to remember. END 


nothing but blue skies 


(Continued from page 47) bothers me— 
and I mean nothing. 

“T sleep like a lamb, never even think 
of a sleeping pill. My appetite is great, al- 
though I try to skip the fattening things. 

“For instance, I eat poached or soft- 
boiled eggs for breakfast with two strips of 
crisp bacon, Melba toast and a large glass 
of grapefruit juice. 

“For luncheon I'll have lamb chops or a 
small steak with a salad and a green vege- 
table and a custard or fruit Jello. 

“Dinners I eat steak, roast or broiled 
liver, usually with half a baked potato, 
vegetable, and fruit. Healthy, what?” 

She went on seriously, “But the impor- 
tant thing is the way I feel mentally. I am 
so completely at peace, relaxed, almost re- 
mote and untouched by worries, when I’m 
going to have a baby. Maybe this is why 
I have such good, well-behaved children,” 
she said in a lighter vein. 

If she had timed her last remark, it 
couldn’t have come at a more appropriate 
moment. Lorna and Liza promptly burst 
through the door. 

Liza threw herself on Judy—and of 
course, Lorna followed suit. The tiny 
girl imitates everything her older sister 
does. For a moment the three of them 
seemed to be one ball of tumultuous mo- 
tion on the large divan. Judy came up 
breathless after a session of tickling Liza 
and letting Lorna perch on her shoulder. 

“Girls,” she said, “I was just telling Miss 
Parsons how well-behaved you are. Now 
unwind yourselves and say ‘hello.’ ” 

I have seen the two lovely brunette, big- 
eyed daughters of Judy many times—eight- 
year-old Liza, the child of Vincente Min- 
nelli, and doll-like, nearly-two-year-old 
Lorna, Sid Luft’s pride and joy, but I was 
surprised to note how tall Liza is growing 
and what a beauty she is becoming with 
her big, dark eyes and creamy skin. Both 
little girls came over and shook my hand. 

“What's going on?” Liza inquired, but 
not in a fresh manner. 

“Ya! Ya! Ya!” piped up Lorna. 

“Ym doing a story on your mother for 
Mopern Screen Magazine,” I told Liza. 

“You going to put us in it?” the little 
girl asked. I nodded. 

“If you are,” she went on, “maybe I bet- 
ter change my dress and get my room 
straightened up. Want to see my room?” 

“Me, too,” piped Lorna, rather vaguely. 

Judy laughed. “You hams!” she said af- 


fectionately. “We'll take care of you later. 
Now go play some records or something.” 

Liza obediently headed for the door fol- 
lowed by her shadow, Lorna. Suddenly, 
without warning, Liza turned herself up- 
side down and stood on her head eyeing 
me owlishly from the floor. 

“This,” she announced seriously, “is 
good for the circulation.” 

With this sage observation and without 
waiting for comment from me, she and 
Lorna disappeared as. suddenly as they 
had entered. 

“Characters,” 
ters.” 


said Judy, “just charac- 


W = A DIFFERENCE, I thought to myself, 
is Judy’s wonderfully natural associa- 
tion with her children as compared to that 
of some movie queens who insist on their 
children’s dropping curtsies and behaving 
like dancing school pupils—particularly 
when I’m around. 

“With those adorable little girls, I sup- 
pose, Judy, you and Sid are hoping for 
a boy,” I suggested after law and order 
had been restored to the den. 

Judy shrugged. “It really doesn’t mat- 
ter. Another little girl will be just as wel- 
come. You see, Sid has a son by his 
previous marriage which gives us a little 
boy in our lives. 

“Come to think of it,’ Judy mused, 
little boy would be nice around the house 
all the time. I have names picked out for 
both. We'll call her Tina, if it’s a girl and 
Joshua if it’s a boy. That is, if I can get 
Sid to agree to Joshua.” I told Judy 
Joshua was my father’s name and that it 
comes from the Bible. 

“Tell Sid,” she laughed. 

I said, “Judy, how will this being out of 
circulation until the baby is born in March 
affect all the plans you had for your career? 
I know you had a lot of things lined up.” 

“They’ll just have to wait,” she replied 
firmly. “Sid and I went to New York and 
Chicago to exploit A Star Is Born for ten 
days and remained six weeks! 

“You can’t imagine what it was like 
with my figure changing shape every day 
and with only a few clothes. But my friends 
took pity and sent me new maternity 
dresses. 

“Pregnant or not—funny-looking or not 
—I worked like a soldier for A Star Is Born, 
not for my sake, but for Sid’s. It just isn’t 
fair that he isn’t getting more credit. With- 
out my wonderful husband there would 
not be a Judy Garland in A Star Is Born.” 

I know as well as Judy does just how 
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big a part Sid has played in her triumphant 
return to the screen. , 

As far back as 1951 when Judy was 
playing the Palace in New York, Sid made 
up his mind that his wife was coming back 
to her first love—the movies; and the only 
story he wanted for her was his pet, A Star 
Is Born, in which David Selznick had 
starred Janet Gaynor and Fredric March. 

At first Judy had protested, “But honey, 
that’s a drama that calls for heavy acting. 
Shouldn’t I have something with music?” 

“You can act it,” Sid insisted, “and you'll 
have music, too.” 

Acquiring A Star Is Born became their 
one object in life. And it wasn’t too easy. 

When Sid first approached the Selznick 
agent, he got a serious setback. Selz- 
nick had already sold the story to another 
producer, Eddie Alperson, for $200,000! 

This alone might have discouraged a less 
determined man than Sid. In the first 
place, he and Judy had been through some 
rough going financially—and they didn’t 
have $200,000 to give Alperson should he 
want to sell his prize—which he didn’t. 

Sid decided, “If you can’t beat em, join 
?em”’—which means that he went to Alper- 
son, offered to go partners with him in 
what later became the Transcona Company, 
and nominated Judy not only as the star 
but also for a spot on the Board of Direc- 
tors. He also guaranteed a release. 

Alperson agreed to these terms—and the 
partners decided they would shoot as high 
as two million dollars! 

When Sid and Judy came to Hollywood, 
several studios expressed interest in the 
venture, but Warners showed the most 
enthusiasm. They were even game to go as 
high as three million dollars on the picture! 

Production had been rolling less than 
three weeks when Jack Warner called Sid 
and said, “I’ve looked at what you’ve shot. 
I think this is the finest material I’ve seen 
in years. I have so much confidence in you 
—and in Judy—that we’re going to shoot 
the works. Go to it, Sid.” 

As you know, Sid went to it to the tune 
of over $6,000,000 in cash and almost a 
year of shooting time. But the result is one 
of the best pictures ever to come out of 
Hollywood and everyone is saying it may 
sweep the Academy Awards. 

“Without Sid beside me, constantly en- 
couraging me, helping me, lifting me up to 
heights I never suspected I could reach— 
I never could have done it,” Judy said. 

Luft has been a wonderful influence in 
her life from the day she met him. I 
don’t feel it is necessary to go back over 
the black times Judy was weathering when 
Sid came into her life. The story has been 
told. All the heartache and bad times are 
behind this girl. I am sure of this. She 
seems to have such inner strength. 

“Tt’s wonderful that the road ahead of 
you is so bright, Judy,” I told her. “I hear 
that Rodgers and Hammerstein are after 
you for South Pacific.” 

“So I read in your column,” she said, 
laughing but not committing herself. Her 
eyes grew big and wide, “Wouldn’t that 
be great? Of course, any final decision 
will be made by Sid. Papa knows best.” 


T WAS TIME to make my departure and 
I as Judy walked toward the door with 
me, the heads of Liza and Lorna appeared 
over the bannister. 

“You didn’t see my room,” reminded Liza. 

I told her it was getting late and I’d get 
around to her quarters on my next visit. 

“Come any time,” the little girl re- 
marked. “There’s always something doing 
around here.” 

My final glimpse was of Judy hurrying 
over to her daughter and catching her up 
in her arms, laughing as she said: 

“T hope I have another one—just like 
you and Lorna.” 


END 
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you asked me so I’m telling you 


(Continued from page 37) who doesn’t 
care about actors, because she is going to 
marry a doctor in a couple of months, so 
I’m talking fast and a little incoherently. 


| Rss oFF, a lot of people wanted to know 
if I ever gave Janet an engagement ring. 
I did. But the ring she is most fond of is 
the one I gave her this Christmas—a dia- 
mond-studded white gold job with a 
pretty pearl in the center. In any 
event, maybe this will give you an idea that 
we are very fond of each other. The reason 
I say that is because every now and then 
Hollywood reporters have to ask movie 
stars if they are still happy. I don’t mind. 
Every day you pick up the newspapers and 
find out that a lot of people are divorcing. 
The statistics are something like three di- 
vorces for every four marriages. If most 
people were like us it would louse up the 
statistics. 

One question we grin at and won’t an- 
swer is: “Are you going to stay married?” 
This is like a lawyer asking a witness if he 
has stopped beating his wife. If you had to 
answer, you probably would say, “We're 
certainly going to make a college try at it.” 

I guess there must have been a thousand 
or more letters asking me who my best 
friends are. This is really tough to answer. 


LITTLE BELLY LOS 


While in Califor- 
nia I boarded an 
elevator in a de- 
partment store. 
There was one 
other passenger, 
but I scarcely 
glanced at him. 
When we reached 
the street floor, he 
turned to the oper= 
ator and said, in a 
familiar voice. 

“That was some 
ride, young lady! Now, would you 
mind going back for my stomach?” 

I looked at him again. It was Bing 


Crosby. 
Mrs. J. D. Auld 
Palestine, Texas 


All I can do is to apologize in advance and 
name just a few. For instance,-there’s a fel- 
low named Irving Glassberg, a camera- 
man and one of my best buddies. Then 
there’s Jeff Chandler. He occupies the 
dressingroom next to mine, with another 
swell guy, Audie Murphy on the other side. 
Rock Hudson—he’s the guy with the corner 
suite and I don’t know whether I should 
talk to him now that he’s just won the 
Mopern Screen Popularity Award and 
made Jeff and me settle’ for getting in the 
money in a photo finish. But there’s al- 
ways next year, and it’s nice to know that 
our home lot, U-I swept the male popular- 
ity awards clean. 

To get back to friends. I got ’em in a list 
so long the magazine isn’t big enough. 
That’s one great thing Hollywood has done 
for me. For instance, there’s Jerry Gersh- 
win, an agent-type fella with MCA, and 
Rock, and José and Rosie (Rosemary 
Clooney) Ferrer, who maybe will make me 
a godfather to their expected if I play my 
cards right. If they don’t, I’ll still come over 
with Janet and burp the sprout or baby-sit. 
I’d like to be able to say that the President 
of the United States is a crony of mine. 
_ Truth is, I’ve never met him. I do know one 
| of his best friends, though. That’s Governor 
' (maybe he isn’t any more) Dan Thornton 
of Colorado. He once took me up to the 


top of the Gold Dome on the State Capitol 
in Denver, and there were so many steps I 
got a Charley horse. About Mr. Thornton, 
he’s proof that the bigger a man is the bet- 
ter he is. ’'ve never seen him since, but 
every now and then he drops me a card, 
with a note to Janet telling her to keep me 
in line. I feel that he’s sort of a second 
father, and if I really got down on my luck 
he’d take me on as a ranch hand. 


Now HERE'S ONE. A girl writes and asks, 

“How does it feel to be a movie star?” 
Someone walked through here a minute 
ago and said, “That’s a silly question.” I 
don’t think so. The answer, so far as I’m 
concerned, is that it feels swell. In more 
ways than one. Let me explain. Once I was 
another guy named Bernie Schwartz. He 
was a kid brought up in New York City, 
along with a few hundred thousand other 
guys. His father, and mine, was an actor in 
Hungary who couldn’t find theatrical work 
when he emigrated to the United States, 
so he opened a tailor shop, and most of the 
time he darn near starved. This Bernie 
Schwartz loved his dad and didn’t give a 
whoop whether he had a dime. 

How does it feel to be a movie star? Well, 
all I ean say is that nothing that has ever 
happened to me in Hollywood was more 
exciting than the time I delivered a pack- 
age for a Park Avenue doll and she gave 
me a five-dollar bill. I look at it this way. 
I can’t get into my Cadillac convertible in 
the morning and say I’ve got it made be- 
cause a lot of you folks go to see my pic- 
tures and have made me that something 
they call a star. I have to be a human being, 
looking for success and happiness each day. 

Maybe I can say it better by what Jeff 
Chandler was telling the Mopern Screen 
cameraman just this morning before I 
started this letter. “Funny thing happened 
to me yesterday,” he said. “I went into the 
supermarket to buy some groceries, and 
when I brought the stuff to the cashier I 
said to him, ‘I feel real good today. Just 
moved into a brand new dressingroom at 
the studio.’ The cashier looked up, sur- 
prised, and said, ‘For the groceries you 
owe me $6.12.’ ‘I’m Jeff Chandler, I told 
him. ‘Four of us got new dressingrooms. Set 
the studio back ten grand apiece.’ ‘Well 
good for you,’ the cashier said, ‘now give 
me $6.12. ’'m busy.’ ” 

Now, Jeff dressed the story up a little. 
He’s the least impressed with himself char- 
acter I ever knew. Maybe he even invented 
the yarn, but a little while ago this morning 
we sat out on the front stoop of our dress- 
ing rooms and watched the carpenters work- 
ing away at a building across the street. All 
of a sudden there was a big roar and a 
cloud of dust. About six Cadillacs went 
roaring down the studio street, followed by 
a police escort. One carpenter turned to an- 
other and asked, “What’s that?” The sec- 
ond nail pounder replied, “Oh, I dunno. 
Just another Crown Prince, I guess.” 

That’s probably the answer to how it feels 
to be a star, or a Crown Prince. You may 
figure that you’ve got it made, but there’s 
always someone who watched you go by 
fast who has it made better. 


HICH LEADS to answers to a lot more 

questions. They seem to fit together. 
I think it’s fine to be a movie star. But 
Janet and I want children. God hasn’t 
blessed us yet. Sure, I have a Cadillac, but 
I want a son. I don’t know what kind 
of car my friend Irving Malak, who is an 
electrician, drives. Maybe a Ford. Maybe 
a Cadillac ’55. Mine’s a 754. Anyhow, 
Irving’s got what I don’t got. His wife just 
gave birth to a ten-pound baby boy. How 
about that? Ten pounds, yet. 
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IN YOUR HOME! 


Old reliable New York style firm, famous for service, 


Excellent 
Earning 
Opportunity 
for Full or 
-Spare Time 


desires ambitious women to sell dresses, suits, linge- 
vie from beautiful style cards, in and from their homes. 
Fifth Avenue fashions seen in ‘‘Vogue,’’ ‘‘Mademoi- 
selle.’’ Experience unnecessary. No investment. Good 
commissions. Also FREE dresses for personal use as 
EXTRA BONUS. Write for gorgeous style portfolio. 
ABSOLUTELY FREE! 


MODERN MANNER, Dept. 5004, Hanover, Penna. 
In Canada. 2081 Visitation Street, Montreal, P. Q. 


ADDRESS 
POSTCARDS 


AT HOME!/ 


| write B.1.C. 143 Belmont St., Belmont, Mass. 


Shrinks Hemorrhoids 
New Way Withceut Surgery 


Science Finds Healing Substance That 
Relieves Pain—Shrinks Hemorrhoids 

For the first time science has found a 
new healing substance with the astonishing 
ability to shrink hemorrhoids and to relieve 
pain — without surgery. 

In case after case, while gently relieving 
pain, actual reduction (shrinkage) took 
place. 

Most amazing of all — results were so 
thorough that sufferers made astonishing 
statements like “Piles have ceased to be a 
problem!” 

The secret is a new healing substance 
(Bio-Dyne*)—discovery of a world-famous 
research institute. 

Now this new healing substance is offered 
in ointment form under the name of 
Preparation H.* Ask for it at all drug stores 
—money back guarantee. *Reg. U.S, Pat. Off. 


Irving, who named his boy Patrick Vin- 
cent, asked me, “What are you going to 
call your son, when you have one?” 

“It’s a lead pipe cinch,” I replied, “that 
I’m not going to make him a junior. I 
won't call him Tony or Bernie, because 
most kids hate to be called Junior. Chris- 
topher, maybe. A kid can’t wince too 
much if they call him Chris.” 

“You're getting ahead of yourself, like 
all actors,’ Irving told me. “Give it a 
name. If it isn’t right, he’ll change it, like 
you did yours.” 


UF TO THIS point, the questions have been 
pretty sensible. But here’s one: How 
do you stay in love? I'll draw a bye on that 
one. I do know, though, that I’m going 
to spend a lot of time this year making 
love to my wife. How I do that is 
nobody’s business. There’s no recipe like 
saying, “Kiss her twice every night when 
you get home,” or “Bring her breakfast 
in bed every morning.” If I tried that last 
idea right now I’d have to get in bed to 
use up the scrambled eggs and bacon, 
because I’m not on a picture. I sleep 
until anyway eight a.m. She’s up and out 
of the house, headed for the set of My Sister 
Eileen by six. 

One thing we are going to do that might 
be sort of romantic. We’re going to Europe 
in May. The places we most want to see 
are Paris and Rome. I’m going to dip into 
my savings account and make a present of 
a whole new wardrobe for Janet when 
she gets to Paris. Chances are ten to one 
she’ll buy one dress, come home and spend 
the rest with her own dressmaker. 

We’ve been planning this trip for a 
couple of years and never got around to 
it. The other night a friend of mine name 
of Joe who is a grip at the studio and 
who has only lived in this country about 
ten years said to tome. “Say, Tony, when 
you get to Rome, you just have to go into 
the Excelsior Bar. Don’t miss it.” 

“Okay,” I said, “but what’s so great 
about the Excelsior?” 

“Nothing much,” he said. “Just ask 
for Steffano. He’s a bartender there. Tell 
him I said hello.” See? Already I got a 
friend in Rome. 

As I said when I started this letter, when 
eleven million people walked into my liv- 
ingroom on the Ed Murrow show, it was 
a real big deal for me. Matter of fact, 
it’s changing my whole life. After Janet 
and I get back from Europe I’m going to 
go up front at the studio, hammer on the 
executive desks and insist on at least a 
month off between pictures. Then I’m 
going to get into my car and start visiting 
a few places that people have been telling 
me about in their letters. 


© SHOW WHAT I mean. I got a letter 

yesterday from a guy up in Port 
Angeles, Washington. Know where that 
is? I didn’t until I looked it up on the 
map. Darndest place for a city you ever 
saw. You can get there in a half hour by 
plane, but if you go by car it takes you 
eleven hours, because it’s on a peninsula. 
When you get up there, he tells me there’s 
the most beautiful forest you ever saw, and 
Lake Crescent, which makes California 
Lakes look like small puddles. And in that 
lake they have a thing called Beardsley 
trout, named after an admiral who dis- 
covered them. The fish really are land- 
locked salmon that got stuck up there a 
few million years ago. They are whoppers, 
who act like trout and taste like salmon. 
Don’t tell me actors don’t know anything. 
I got more sources of information than 
the Almanac. 

A place I’d like to take another look at 
is Minneapolis. I’ve got a lot of newspaper 
pals, but up there in Minnesota there’s a 
guy by the name of Cedric Adams who 
gets a lot of fun out of living. In his ter- 
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ritory he’s as popular as Clark Gable. Any- 
way, Cedric gets away from it all by going 
out on his boat on Lake Minnetonka. 
And what I want to do is to get Cedric 
to take me around about a week, to lie in 
the sun, to lie about Hollywood, and to 
fish for those famous Minnesota sun fish 
with my foot hanging over the side of the 
boat and a line tied to my big toe. : 

I want to go back to Dallas, Texas, too, 
and see if we can’t make a quieter trip 
this time. If you never encountered Texas 
enthusiasm, you ain’t seen nothin’. Last 
time I was there, I think it was in the 
Baker hotel, a gang of enthusiastic kids 
decided they wanted to see me. I wasn’t 
in at the time, but they didn’t believe it, 
so one of the kids took a fire ax off the 
wall and chopped the door down. I’m 
not going back to pay for the door. I just 
want to leave it open so we can have 
a nice calm talk without me losing my shirt. 


OF COURSE, it is presumptuous of an actor 
to address a letter to the public. Im 
not the guy for international fireside chat 
hookups. I wasn’t born to the White 
House. But there’s just no way of answer- 
ing all the letters I receive, so you'll have 
to play along with me. If you're reading 
this and happen to have asked me some- 
thing, or just written a note, I hope you'll 
bear with me. I know a lot of actors who 
worry because they get nasty notes from 
people saying, “I asked you for an auto- 
graphed picture. You bum, you didn’t 
send it to me.” The truth is that actors 
can’t afford to send them on every request. 
Studios and a lot of others have tried 
to solve the problem. I personally don’t 
like the idea of anyone sending a dime or 
a quarter for a picture of me. Frankly, 
you can get much better ones in movie 
magazines like MoprrN SCREEN, and in 
color, and on top of that maybe the same 
issue will contain pictures of a lot more of 
your favorites. The point is, if you don’t 
get a personal letter from an actor in reply 
to yours, don’t mark him down as a louse. 
Most letters I get, particularly those as a 
result of the Ed Murrow show, are the 
real thing. For instance, a girl in Iowa 
wrote me this: “One thing bothers me. 
In one magazine I read that you are doing 
this or that and in another I read the ex- 
act opposite. How does this happen?” 
Now that’s a normal question and de- 
serves a straight answer. In the first place, 
the contradictions about actors are not the 
result of inaccurate reporting so much as 
the fact that life goes on for people every- 
where. If your name is Smith and you 
live in Brooklyn and a guy asks you how 
you're doing, you might say you're dead 
broke. But three weeks later you get a 
job and everything’s fine. When it comes 
to actors, a reporter may ask if he’s hap- 
pily married. He says he sure is. Three 
weeks later another reporter asks the 
same question. The guy just got back 
from divorce court and feels terrible. Or the 
girl, as the case may be. Both times, the 
actor gave an honest answer. He’s not re- 
sponsible, and the paper isn’t either, if 
it’s wrong by the time somebody reads it. 


NE OF THE LETTERS I liked more than any 

other I’ve received in a long time was 
a short one. Boiling it down, the movie- 
goer asked this: “Confess, now, do you 
really mind honest criticism about your 
performances?” That deserves the most 
honest answer I can give: of course I do. 
I’m upset when someone tells me they 
thought I did a lousy job in a picture. And 
I’ve done some which I knew about, even 
when people were bringing me reviews 
saying I was terrific. Everyone has an 
instant resentment to criticism. If you’re 
a secretary and the boss tells you to watch 
your spelling when he has caught you 
with two boners in one letter, you want to 


Sheree North is 
nobody's mere replace- 
ment any more! 


NEVER SAY DYE! 


BEFORE 


AFTER 


@ When 20th Century-Fox hired 
Sheree North, they did so primarily 
because of her spectacular dancing in 
Broadway's Hazel Flagg—but they 
knew, Sheree knew and everyone who 
ever read a gossip column knew that 
the movie moguls had other motives 
also, distinctly in the ulterior class. 
Sheree was hired to be A Threat to 
one Marilyn Monroe, then giving her 
studio considerable trouble. The new- 
comer’s popcorn ball hair and incen- 
diary-blonde personality made her a 
musical natural. No one could replace 
Monroe, but no one would object to 
Sheree as compensation. : 

But Marilyn came home and for a 
moment people thought Sheree might 
be looking for a new place to rest her 
tousled head. Sheree didn’t think so, 
though. Busily at work in Pink Tights, 
she took time out to use said head for 
something other than the wild wob- 
blings and tossings it took in her 
dances. She came up with a new look 
—which was actually her old look— 
brunette! She doesn’t look like Marilyn 
any more, but then, no one wants her 
to. Slightly subdued, definitely dark- 


_ ened, Sheree is making her own career 
now. She'll never need to ride to fame 
- on someone else’s. 


flare up. You want to tell him that after 
all he works you too hard. Besides, you 
were worried about a boy friend. Or the 
typewriter is on the fritz, so how can you 
deliver a perfect job? Same way with ac- 
tors. But like you, when they go home and 
settle down a little the small voice inside 
lets you know where you sloughed off and 
what you did wrong. In the end you realize 
your mistake and the next time you watch 
it. The most successful executive I know 
is a man several times a millionaire. When 
I asked him how he did it, he replied, “I 
made more mistakes than anyone else in 
the company. And I never forgot them.” 

Another discerning friend wrote me, 
“Do you still get stage fright?” I do. The 
odd thing is, though, that I’m usually 
scared pink during rehearsals. When I 
get in front of the camera I have the 
feeling ice is flowing through my veins. 
I’m cool outside and a voleano underneath. 
When a scene is over it’s as though I had 
a nightmare and someone woke me up just 
in time. For instance, while rehearsing 
the duel scenes for The Purple Mask I was 
in a cold sweat all the time. My timing 
was off so badly that I lunged when I 
should have faded, and I wound up with 
a nasty two-inch scar on one cheek. The 
doctor told me it could be covered by 
make-up. All I had to do was to take a 
sun lamp treatment. I was so unstrung 
that I fell asleep under the sun lamp. The 
scar came out all right, but I was burned 
so badly that my face puffed up and I had 
to stay off work two days. On the picture, 
though, I got along fine. It must be some- 
thing like an athlete who is lousy in scrim- 
mage but on the day of the game gets 
signals right after all. 


COULD GO ON like this forever. Some of 

the best questions I’ve been asked can 
be answered easily. Like— 

What do you dislike most about working 
in Hollywood? Answer: People who tell 
me I was simply swell in a picture when 
I know I wasn’t. 

How much has success changed you? 
Answer: I’ve got forty-three mono- 
grammed shirts, five of which fit me. I 
have a high fidelity music system, a few 
bucks in the bank, and most of the friends 
I had when I first came to this town. Should 
I have a swelled head? Success changes 
everybody. Some a little. Some a lot. 

Do you think an actor’s private life 
should be 100% private? Answer: No. 

What role have you liked most recently? 
Answer: My one in Six Bridges to Cross. 
I think (I hope) that I played a thief like 
one should be played. 

Did you ever have the temptation as a 
boy to join a gang, and did you? Answer: 
Yes. I was part of a gang. Taking it one 
step more, I never did anything so bad 
I could be locked up for it, except once 
when I stole a trolley car and gave it a ride 
for a couple of blocks. They didn’t catch 
me, and it kept me straight from then on. 

Were you ever broke? Answer: Yes. 
Once I sold a blood transfusion for four 
bucks. I was undernourished at the time 
and whoever got it was short-changed. 

Do you feel you owe your fans much? 
Answer: A great deal. I don’t agree with 
actors who say that all they owe their 
public is a good performance. — 


HERE YOU HAVE IT. There are dozens of 

questions left unanswered, I know. But 
reporters will’ get around to it sooner or 
later if I’m still worth talking to. 

Wait a minute, there’s one last question. 
I’ve saved it for what actors call “a line to 
get off on.” This is it: Tony, how could 
you tell for the first time when you were 
in love with Janet? Answer: That’s easy. 
I knew the minute I fell apart at the seams. 

Thanks. Sincerely, 

Tony Curtis 


Wash Face 


IMPROVES SKIN AMAZINGLY 
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Blemishes Gone—Baby-Soft Skin 


Returns in 7 Days! 


WEEP NO MORE over 
ugly blackheads, exter- 
nally caused pimples, 
dryness, oily shine. 
Most skin troubles, 
doctors say, are due to 
improper cleansing. 


SEE THRILLING RESULTS! Change to 
Cuticura Soap—mildest of all lead- 
ing soaps by laboratory tests—only 
soap superfatted to maintain the 
natural moisture and normal, healthy 
acidity of the skin—mildly medicated 
for extra skin care. Use emollient 
Cuticura Ointment nightly to soften 
as it helps heal. 


FREE Soap sample and leaflet on 
right way to wash. Write Cuticura, 
Dept. DG-25. Malden 48, Mass. 


( uticu ra 


(4m LADIES: SHEETS, 
° TOWELS, MIXERS, 

STEAM IRONS, etc 
GIVEN TO YOU! : 


Ladies, bring new luxury and con- & 
venience to. your home WITHOUT 


\ 


T= 


S 
a 
a 


dvo¥ r4121122 


SPENDING A PENNY. Just form a 
Charm House Club among your 
friends and be club secretary. 
Your friends will be delighted 
because they SAVE MONEY and 


It’s easy and lots of fun. As: 
secretary you get $50 — $150 
and MORE in nationally adver- 
tised appliances, furniture, rugs, 
linens, draperies, fashions, : 
giftware, etc. ABSOLUTELY FREE! 
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EARN AT HOME WHILE LEARNING 


FREE SAMPLE LESSON shows how easily you can 
become a professionally trained practical nurse 
by home study in a short time. NO HIGH 
SCHOOL NEEDED. No age limit. 


FOR FREE LESSON and 
FULL INFORMATION 


. 
8 Post Graduate Hospita! r] 
@ School of Nursing i 
f 5D25 Auditorium Bldg. r] 
: Chicago 5, Illinois r] 

i 
BGNames sack socala cine outa cle inane eae 1 
i 1 
BIVAd dressiteiqelvelaieieleieicletieiiisicicrer stele ieeiiserieioieee: 1 
i r 
BiGityceciesie at wl ona neetan Sea eis eiaes Stote........- i 


es 


Only by KILLING THE HAIR ROOT can you be sure 
ay UNWANTED HAIR is GONE FOREVER. Brings relief @ 


y and social happiness. Do not use our method until 

you have read our instruction book carefully and 
learned to use the MAHLER METHOD safely and 
efficiently. Used successfully over fifty years. 


Dept. 36-B PROVIDENCE 15, R. I. 


6°" HIGH SCHOOL jove 


No classes to attend. Easy spare-time train- 
ing covers big choice of subjects. Friendly 
instructors; standard texts. Full credit for 
previous schooling. Diploma awarded. 
Write now for FREE catalog! 


WAYNE SCHOOL Catalog HAF-30 
2527 Sheffield Ave., Chicago 14, Illinois 


catalos ATE PICTURES FREE! 


NEW! DIFFERENT! BEAUTIFUL! 


For the first time — sensational pictures 
of your favorite movie stars in professional 
: high gloss finish. Special super-duper offer: 


20 for 25¢ © 50 for 50¢ © 120 for $1 
FREE CATALOG with 416 PICTURES 
ESET OF STARS with your order 
5; DeLUXE PHOTO SERVICE, Dept. 638 
Box 947, Church St. Annex, New York 8, N.Y. 


MAKE 350 A WEEK 
ADDRESSING ENVELOPES 


in spare time—at home. 
Send name and address to: 


Dept. 4-B, 1813 S. Clin- 
GLOBAL MAILERS ton St, Chicago 16, iil, 


SHORTHAND 


Write 120 words per minute. 
Age no obstacle—LOWEST COST 


Famous SPEEDWRITING shorthand. No symbols, 
no machines, uses ABC’s. Easiest to learn and use. 
Fast preparation for a better position. Nationally 
used in leading offices and Civil Service. 120 words 
per minute—50% FASTER than Civil Service re- 
quirements. Over 250,000 taught by mail or through 
classroom instruction. The very low cost will sur- 
prise you. Typing available. 32nd Year. Schools in 
over 400 cities in U. S., Canada, Cuba and Hawaii. 
WRITE FOR FREE BOOKLET TO SCHOOL OF 


Dept. 802-5, 55 W. 42 St., N.Y. 36 118 
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yesterday nowhere—today the most 


(Continued from page 40) broker, George 
was interested enough in dramatics to have 
constructed his own puppet theatre, com- 
plete with lighting, scenery and curtain, 
while still a grammar school student. By 
high school age his mind was made up: 
he would be a producer-director. He would 
have gotten richer faster if he had stayed 
with that ambition, but shortly after he 
went to Occidental College, there was a 
brief but brisk inner struggle between 
technician and performer and George 
emerged an actor. 

But not quite yet. This was 1943, and 
first there was to be a three-year hitch 
in Uncle Sam’s Navy. It is chiefly mem- 
orable to young Mr. Nader because it 
provided one of the most embarrassing 
incidents of his life. “I was a ninety-day 
wonder,” he remembers, his thin, brown 
face breaking into a wide grin, “when it 
happened. I had just got my commission 
and assignment to the South Pacific. On 
the way we stopped at one of those man- 
made islands used as a jumping-off place, 
and I decided to stretch my legs by walk- 
ing around the island.” 

Very stiff and proper and self-conscious 
in his new glory, he was pacing it off— 
when he fell right through a camouflaged 
installation that the Marines had dug for 
an anti-aircraft gun. Three tough, salty 
Marines were down there, covered with 
dirt, leaves and what-not as a result of 
George’s goof, and one of them looked up, 
deadpan, to ask, “What’s the password?” 

“IT thought he was only rubbing salt 
into the wound,’ says George, “but it 
turned out that he wasn’t kidding. It also 
turned out that the password for the next 
day was always given at the evening mov- 
ie. I hadn’t been to the movie the night 
before, so my goose was cooked. In full 
view of the entire personnel these three 
enlisted Marines marched me up before 
the commanding officer to explain why I 
had entered that installation—incidentally 
through the roof—without giving the pass- 
word. They all had trouble keeping straight 
faces, but I didn’t; I was numb. And 
when I think of the spectacle I must have 
presented, I still shudder.” 


Ges HIS DISCHARGE in 1946 George ap- 
plied himself to his chosen art at the 
Pasadena Playhouse, from which he 
wrested a Bachelor of Theatre Arts degree 
three years later. By this time he had ap- 
peared in more than twenty-five plays, 
highlighted in his memory for a two-week 
stint he did on the road with a legitimate 
stage actress. That was when George be- 
came a realist. 

“Everybody in the company was out to 
get her,” he recalls with awe, “and she 
thrived on it; she was deliberately im- 
possible to get along with. I thought, boy, 
this is too much for you—you’re going to 
be busy enough with your lines without 
getting into anything like this!” 

So he refused to give the actress an 
argument of any kind. When she took over 
the direction of the play and practically 
annihilated his role, he submitted to the 
indignity without a word of protest. She 
upstaged him, she had him deliver his 
most important lines with his back to the 
audience, and her youthful leading man 
showed not one trace of rebellion. 

They did it her way opening night. She 
was suspicious, alert to any attempt he 
might make to steal a scene that was 
rightfully his. Nothing. “I think she was 
baffled,” George says, and again there is 
the slow grin. “Afterward she patted me 
on the arm and said, “That was good, very 
good. I believe you'll do.’” George did so 
well that for the remainder of the show’s 
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run she permitted him to play his role as | 
it had been written. 
“Tough to get along with, temperamental 
as the devil, she was still great,” he sums 
it up. “When she walked into the theatre 
every night, knowing that the whole com- 
pany would try to foul her up if it got a 
chance, it seemed to be a challenge, an | 
inspiration. There wasn’t one performance 
that she didn’t knock herself out and give 
the audience more than its money’s worth.” 
His early experiences with the facts of 
an actor’s life prepared George Nader for 
everything except the typical indifference 
of Hollywood. So he had some good re- || 
views. So who cared? George may not | 
have starved, but he did plenty of futile | 
| 

it 
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struggling to gain a foothold in this man’s 
town. Then he met Ralph Acton, later to 
become one of his best friends. Casting 
director at a studio where a number of 
top tv shows are filmed, Ralph was able 
to steer his protégé into a number of these |} 
and also into a picture made in India, | 
Monsoon. It was a start. George Nader 
isn’t the sort to sit around waiting for a 
Pig, tailor-made break. A little one would 
co) 


Mc AND MCRE often George’s deep, in- 

timate voice came to be heard, his 
lean good looks seen in important tele- 
vision dramas. Seven times he appeared 
on the Loretta Young Show, four times for | 
Fireside Theatre, twice for Cavalcade Of 
America, the Ann Sothern show, Chev- 
ron Theatre, The Hallmark Hall Of Fame. 
In televison he had it made, but for movie 
roles George still had to range far and 
wide. He flew to Sweden to co-star with 
that country’s leading actress, Anita Bjork, | 
in a fine picture called Memory Of Love. 
That stirred up a modicum of interest. 
Then, at last, there was a strong co-star- 
ring role for George with Anne Baxter in 
Carnival Story, filmed in Munich, and he || 
had Hollywood made, too. Hard on the 
heels of his success in that picture, George || 
was given a long-term contract by Uni- | 
versal-International and his career cut out | 
for him. 

Nowadays, if you mention the name of 
George Nader around town, you are more 
than likely to get into a discussion of zoing. 
Zoing, in case you didn’t know, is the 
quality that causes women to turn their 
eyes away from Marilyn Monroe with a 
hopeless groan and men to moan hopelessly 
without budging an eyeball. It’s Ava Gard- 
ner, even discounting her incredible beau- 
ty. It has made Gable the king for twenty 
years and in Marlon Brando is currently 
dazzling the younger generation. For an 
actor talent helps, but zoing is like money | 
in the bank—and George Nader has it }| 
with chimes. i) 

It’s true enough that if you had a date | 
with him, he wouldn’t roar up in T-shirt |} 
and jeans on a motorcycle. He wouldn’t | 
take you you to dinner in a place so ro- | 
mantically out-of-the-way that your ten- |} 
der memories centered around ptomaine }| 
in years to come. While other couples 
danced, and you itched to follow suit, he || 
wouldn’t brood into his beer and tell you 
about drama. 

He’d make the date well in advance, 
and he’d be on time, wearing a well-cut 
suit fresh from the cleaner. His thick, 
brown hair would be combed, his white 
shirt immaculate, his shoes polished. He’d 
hand you into his Ford convertible—top up 
to protect your coiffure—and take you to 
a restaurant where both food and music 
were excellent. You’d dance when the beat 
was slow and smooth. If there was talk 
about Tv and the movies, it would be be- || 
cause vou indicated that you were inter- | 


NU-NAILS 
ARTIFICIAL FINGERNAILS 


Cover short, broken, thin nails 
with NU-NAILS. Applied in ajiffy 
with our amazing new quick-dry- 
ing glue. Canbe worn any length 
.-. polished any shade. Help over- 
come nail-biting habit. Set of ten 
= 4 29c. At dime, drug & dept. stores. 


NU-NAILSCO., Dept. 15-B 
5251 W. Harrison, Chicago44 
Also Hollywood Fingernails... 
Permanent Dubonett Rose Color. 
No polish required...39c set. 


01S YOURS EASILY 


For Selling Only 100 Boxes 
of Our Lovely FLORAL 


EVERYDAY GREETING CARDS 


Their beauty and value sell on sight the year ’round. 
You make 75c on each box. New 21-Card $1 Assortments, 
unusual Kodachrome, Lace, Tall Cards, New Gift Items, 100 
fast-sellers. Cash profits to 150% plus $10-$25-$50 in Gift 
Bonuses. No experience needed. Get FREE Stationery Samples 
and 4 best-seller Assortments on approval. WRITE TODAY! 
CREATIVE CARD CO., 4401 CermakRd., Dept..48-A, Chicago 23, III. 


, Simple CARTOONS’, 
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A book everyone who likes to draw 
should have. It is free; no FREE 
obligation. Simply address BOOK 


ARTOONISTS' EXCHANGE 
Dept. 432, Pleasant Hill, Ohio 


BABY SHOES Preserved on 


PICTURE FRAME 


Baby’s precious shoes preserved in 
metallic bronze-like finish together with 
photo on handsome 8 x 10 picture frame. 
ONLY Baby’s first name engraved IN 
$95 GOLD! 8-16in. plate glass for 
== photo supplied. Magnificent life-~ 
timekeepsake! SendNo Money! Mail 
shoes&name, Pay postman plus postage 
on delivery. Satisfaction guaranteed. 
ge Duramic Products, Dept. N-78 
1493 Clybourn, Chicago 10, Ill. 


HOME WORKERS WANTED 


Self-employment Home Jobs Listed. $20-$50 per 

Week Possible. No Experience Necessary. Rush 

Reply for Details. 5 
MAXWELL, Dept. S2, Cleveland 14, Ohio 


CORNS 


also Calluses. Quick, easy, 


and economical. Just rub removed by 


on. Jars, 35¢, 60¢. At your 


aes MOSC 
U.S. SAVINGS BONDS 
DEFENSE BONDS 


the cool, clean freshness of a 
MU-COL douche. Non-irritating! 
Soothing! Safe! MU-COL sold 
at all drug stores. For sample, 


send coupon to MU-COL Co., 
Dept. D-25, Buffalo 3, N. Y. 


Name 
Address 
City. 


ested. He’d say with his quiet enthusiasm 
that television is a great medium for young 
talent to gain both experience and recog- 
nition, that it establishes a beachhead for 
picture work. He might cite his own case: 
“When I went on my first public appear- 
ance tour, I didn’t expect any of the fans 
to recognize me—but they did. Of course 
I wasn’t well-known in the way that Tony 
(Curtis) was, but I was agreeably sur- 
prised at the number of them who knew 
me from my television work.” He might 
talk shop thus if you encouraged it. 
Otherwise you could pick your own topic 
of conversation, and on most George would 
be equally well informed. 


cre BACHELOR that he is, George has 

+ definite ideas but no prejudices about 
the fairer sex. He says that beauty is of 
secondary importance, that the content of 
the package intrigues him more than 
gaudy wrappings—nevertheless, his two 
favorite dates stack up pretty well in the 
pulchritude department. They are Bar- 
bara Stanwyck, a longtime booster of his 
career, and Julie Adams, whom he got to 
know when they made Six Bridges To 
Cross with Tony Curtis. 

Mention either name and watch Mr. 
Nader’s face light up. His kind of girl, and 
he thinks they have a lot in common. 
“Mostly that there’s no sham about them. 
And they don’t go through chameleon-like 
changes from one date to the next, so you 
always know what they’re like and where 
you stand with them. They’re both very 
direct. If you ask Barbara’s opinion about 
something—well, you’re prepared for the 
truth, I hope, because you’re going to get 
it. Same way with Julie, who likes to 
laugh, likes people and can spot a phony 
in two seconds.” 

This is his kind of girl, but nobody has 
ever heard George say, “I wouldn’t date 
a girl who—” or “I can’t stand girls who—” 
As a bachelor should, he keeps an open 
mind about all kinds of girls—and plague 
take it that any of them should change. 
“I don’t believe in a person’s attempting 
to change himself in order to attract other 
people,” he says soberly. “You lose your 
real identity, you never really acquire a 
new one, and you add up to nothing. I 
believe a genuine human being, faults and 
all, is a lot more appealing than some 
nebulous gal who has succeeded in sub- 
merging all the rest of her personality 
characteristics along with her faults.” 

Being an only child hasn’t bothered 
George very much. Probably, as he ex- 
plains it, because he has so many other 
relatives that there were always about 
twenty-four of them in the house and 
he never had time to miss brothers and 
sisters. His parents still live in Pasadena, 
but George resides in solitary, ranch- 
style splendor in the San Fernando Val- 
ley. Sharing his bachelor quarters are two 
black cats, Sam and Susan, acquired 
through an impetuous and unlicensed in- 
cident in the life of a Siamese cat owned 


PHOTOGRAPHERS CREDITS 


The photographs appearing in this issue 
are credited below, page by page: 


9-15—Beerman, Parry; 16—Wide World; 20, 21 
—Warner Brothers; 25—-Beerman, Parry; 27— 
Beerman, Parry; 28, 29—-Beerman, Parry; 30, 
31—Beerman, Parry; 32, 33, 34—-MGM, Wide 
World, Beerman, Parry; 35—-Beerman, Parry; 
36, 37—Ross; 38, 39—Beerman, Parry; 40, 
41—Beerman, Parry; 42—-Beerman, Parry; 43, 
44, 45—Beerman, Parry, INP; 46—Warner 
Brothers; 48, 49, 50, 51—Beerman, Parry; 52, 
53, 54—Graphic House; 57—Beerman, Parry; 
59—Jacobs; 85—Wilson. 


GET LOVELY THINGS ( 
LIKE THESE FOR YOUR 
a ii HOME ®@ 


te Your choice of beautiful, 
tee fi rene: valuable awards worth up 
to $100.00—at NO COST! 


OO we PRR we 

Petia 

You can get fine “brand name'’ 
mierchandise for yourself, your 
children or home —at NO COST 
—simply by being secretary of 
a sociable, money-saving Grace 
Holmes Club in your spare time. 
It’s easy and it’s FUN! 


NO SELLING REQUIRED 


You don’t have to sell anything! 
Just show the big and exciting 
new Grace Holmes catalog to 
your friends. When they see the 
wonderful values they can get— 
plus FREE GIFTS for them- 
selves worth from $3 to $9— 
they’ll eagerly join your Club. 
The catalog shows 2,734 fine, 
needed things for the home in 
gorgeous, life-like full. color: 
Blankets, linens, curtains, 
sheets, spreads, rugs, lamps, sil- 
verware, mixers, juicers, pres- 
sure cookers, steam irons, stain- 
less steel cookware, dishes, 
clothes, even toys and tools! 


Get Started NOW! 
Thousands of other women are 
getting beautiful, valuable 
awards FREE every month the 
Grace Holmes way. Find out 
how easily you can, too!. Clip 
and mail the coupon now. We’ll 
send everything you need to get 
started at once. Do it TODAY! 


rae 
37-pc. 1847 Rogers Bros. Set 
Retail Value — $69.00 


Emerson Portable Radio 
Retail Value — $39.95 


Gell Electric Sewing Machine 
Retail Value — $79.95 


FREE Mail NOW for FREE Secretary's Kit 
Sere GRACE HOLMES CLUB PLAN, Inc., Dept. 11 | 
if an Ig 


New Full-Color | Union, N- J. 


CATALOG with | NES! I want complete information on | 
Full Details! 


iow I can get valuable awards just by 
| being secretary of a Grace Holmes Club. { 
| Without cost or obligation, please send | 
me your big new 230-page Catalog in 
| full color and a complete Secretary’s Kit. | 


il Namesson oa ae | 
Addres: I 
3 | City_________Zone___ State | 


(We serve only EAST of the Mississippi) | 


Be SS SS S334 


MAKE YOUR TALENT PAY DIVIDENDS 


Learn the fundamentals of commercial art at home. Earn 
while you learn; professional guidance in designing, 
cartooning, illustrating, lettering, all in one course. Low 
tuition, easy terms; trial plan. Free illustrated booklet 
ate WASHINGTON SCHOOL OF ART 

Studio 802 R, Washington 5, D. C. 


Mail Coupon Below 


Save money on latest { 
Style dresses, coats, \ 
Sizes 38 to 60, cleverly <_ Ne 
proportioned to make ~% 
you look slimmer. This 
108-page Style Bookis 
absolutely FREE to you. 


Gay appliqué trim 
and convenient zipper 
opening at front make 
this dotted 80-square 
Percale Dress a fine 
value at only $2.98. 
Also suits, underwear. 


Mail coupon today for 
big FREE Style Book. 


(ane 8 ryant INDIANAPOLIS 17, 
Fe INDIANA 


Please mail FREE Style Book forStout Wome 
(51 
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SHAMPOO MADE SPECIALLY FOR 


BLONDES! 


BRINGS OUT ~ 


Shining | ' 
Radhant 6" & ww. 


Golor 
SAFELY! 


Want to keep your hair from ee 

getting dark and faded? Want to restore its life and lustre—see 
it shades lighter, brighter, shinier—at once! Then use BLONDEX, 
the new “‘lotion'’ shampoo made specially for blondes. Contains 
ANDIUM-—shines and lightens as it shampoos. In just 11 minutes, 
its rich, billowy lather rinses away dingy film that makes hair dark 
and dull, uncovers sparkling highlights and lustre. Safe for children. 
Get BLONDEX today! At 10¢, drug and department stores. 


YOU hecome a STAR tomorrow, 


some of the WORLD RENOWNED MAKE-UP ARTISTS 


will bring out your NATURAL beauty like MAGIC x 
Our make-up Artists of the MOTION PICTURE 
STARS NOW OFFER YOU this MAGIC beauty. Send 
your. PHOTO or snapshot stating color of eyes, 
hair, and complexion. We will return your photo 
with our Artist's PERSONALIZED CHART, 
showing you all the personal shades, 
colors, and types of make-up which they 
would use to GLAMORIZE you for “YOUR 
DEBUT” as a STARLET, or for any occa- 
sion when you would like to look your 
loveliest. Send your PHOTO and ONE 
DOLLAR to “YOUR DEBUT,” BOX 
2150, HOLLYWOOD 28, CALIF., 

DEPT. M-25 


LARGE 8 x 10 SIZE 
FREE PHOTO 


Not the usual small size but 
High Gloss Studio Type Photo 
FREE! ILLUSTRATED CATALOG 

0 AND SUPPLEMENT listing 
housands of Moving Picture Stars and 
> containing oY ADDITIONAL PICTURES 


zz | of Popular Stars, 

iepaenytn Send name of your favorite star and 
Doris Day only 25e to cover handling charge. 
STEWART-CROXTON STUDIOS 


Dept. MS-2 P.O. Box 2390 Hollywood 28, Calif. 


SELL DRESSES new york 


‘A dress shop in your home! Established New 
York firm desires ambitious women to sell 
dresses, suits, featuring the newest New York look. Ex- 
perience unnecessary. Good commissions. Free dresses to 
wear as bonus. No investment. Write for sample book. 

BELLECRAFT FASHIONS, 111 Eighth Ave., Dept. D-2, N. Y. 


Cash In On EVERY Occasion 
with MIDWEST Greeting Cards 


Make bigger profits ALLYEAR. Show 
friendsfast-selling Valentines, Easter, 
A\Y Mother’s, Father’s Day Cards, plus 

V ALE best Birthday, Get-Well assortments, 
: etc. 6 new Valentine packs. Secret Pal 

Send ii yay Cards, unusual new ideas, exceptional 

S | bargains in Cards, Notes, Gifts, Gadgets, 
Chit EY Personalized Stationery. Profits to 100% 
on big line. Samples on approval. Write. 


Midwest CardCo., 1113 Washington Ave., Dept. R-17,St. Louis 1, Mo. 


DANCING SHOES—SUPPLIES 


Elastic Leotard with Nylon net tu tu 
Ideal Recital Costume. Pastel Shades Black & Red. — 
Child’s, 2 to 12, $3.95; Adult’s, Sm., Med., Lg., $4.75. qi 


TINE 


BATON—DRUM CORPS SUPPLIES 
SKATING SKIRTS—Roller or Ice. 
28 Page Catalog {5c (applied to purchase) 
Quincon Supplies, Dept. M, Box 422, Quincy 69, Mass. 


in ALL 


SNEEZES « WATERY EYES 
° FEVERISH FEELING « 
HEADACHE « RUNNING Z 

NOSE e GENERAL ACHES 
* THROAT IRRITATIONS BETrep THAN EVER 


e COUGHING e 


88 MILES LABORATORIES, INC., Elkhart, Indiana 


by George’s close friends, Lita and Rory 
Calhoun. 


AX EARLY RISER, George habitually hits 
the deck at six in the morning. He 
makes his own breakfast of fruit juice, 
eggs, toast and coffee. Fortunately, he is 
naturally lean of form; a typical favorite 
menu includes fried pork chops, creamed 
corn, green salad and milk, which is not 
the sort of diet one with a weight prob- 
lem enjoys. Around the house he’s a 
plaid shirt, levis and mocassin man, this 
being suitable apparel for working his 
garden early in the morning. “In every 
generation of my family there has been 
one person who had to get close to the 
soil. I guess I’m it.” But not on the family 
ranch; he prefers grubbing in his own 
little patch of dirt. He also occupies him- 
self long hours of every day by answer- 
ing his mounting fan mail. 


Physically he loves swimming, mentally 
he loves science fiction, and spiritually he 
loves classical music. Going out is fun; so is 
staying home. Big affairs he can take with 
aplomb, but small parties are more to 
his liking. He can be as serious as you 
like, but he has a well-developed sense of 
the absurd. If you want to amuse George 
Nader, don’t clobber him with the ob- 
vious; it’s drollery, off-beat and subtle, 
that makes him smile. 

This is the new star for whom Universal 
will be pounding a few drums. He’s ob- 
viously intelligent and well-balanced, 
simple rather than longhaired by inclina- 
tion. He underplays everything in life ex- 
cept his deep interest in people and what 
they think. He’s easy to work with and 
he’s one of the most unaffected men in 
Hollywood. Top-heavy with talent and 
truly masculine—well, as they express it 
here—zoing! END 


jane and pat 


(Continued from page 29) to be playing 
successfully throughout France.” This was 
from Paris Soir, by the way. 

All the papers made hash out of Ner- 
ney’s name, and they were pretty con- 
fused about what he does for a living, as 
you can see. The Italian ones were even 
worse—one said he was a car manufactur- 
er—which didn’t upset him. Pat isn’t at all 
sensitive about the fact that selling cars is 
not as glamorous or as well-paid as Janie’s 
work. They have simply accepted the fact 
that she earns five times as much as he 
does, and let it go at that. Since Pat has 
long since proved that he’s a young man 
of ability and energy, more than capable 
of holding a responsible job, no one sees 
any reason why relative incomes should 
turn out to be a disrupting factor in their 
marriage. On that general subject, though, 
one of the French papers took a swing at 
Jane’s ex, Geary Steffen. Catch this: 

“The actress is certainly one of the 
sweetest of all Hollywood stars to visit 
Paris ... She did not bring any of her 
children on the honeymoon. She has, how- 
ever, two by her first husband, M. Geary 
Steffen, of whom it is said he spent too 
much time at water sports!” 

This, it is assumed, refers to the divorce 
hearings, when one of the complaints was 
that Geary seemed to care more about 
water skiing than about Janie and work. 

No one took any cracks at Pat, though; 
a nicer, better-natured fellow it would be 
hard to imagine. Being married to Mona 
Freeman, even though it didn’t work out, 
must have given him an idea of what 
makes actresses tick, and he and Jane got 
along like—well, like honeymooners. 


FTER Paris, they headed straight for 

Venice. Hey—I was going to describe 
Jane’s wedding dress, wasn’t I? For this, 
Venice can wait. 

MGWM’s ace designer, Helen Rose, made 
it especially for Jane, and it’s rumored that 
it cost $800. The gown was of mist-biue 
chiffon, very high-necked, over a tightly- 
fitted blue taffeta bodice, with a full, flar- 
ing skirt draped over a stiff petticoat. It 
was trimmed with small bows and blue 
satin ribbons—I hope you have the photos 
of it, because Jane never looked so cute. 
With her hair cut short and those spar- 
kling blue eyes—as they say over here, 
“Comme elle est mignonne!” Free transla- 
tion: “What a doll!” 

Back—or rather, on—to Venice! 

If any city can rival Paris as a honey- 
mooner’s dream spot, this is it. Venice is 
built on a series of small islands at the 
edge of the Adriatic Sea, and its main 


streets are lagoons and canals. Its standard 
form of transportation is, of course, the 
gondola. You can walk from here to there 
if you want to (Jane and Pat didn’t) but 
you aren’t allowed to bring a car into the 
city. Couldn’t drive it if you did; the 
streets are narrow, old and winding. 

What a city! You know how “Stardust” 
is the tune more people get proposed to 
during than any other—well, Venice is the 
city where more Hollywood stars fall for 
more foreign beauties than any other. 
That’s not very grammatical, but who can 
concentrate on grammar in a gondola? 

Jane and Pat (the luggage went by 
speedboat; there was quite a bit of it) er— 
gondolaed to the Gritti Palace, once a 
Venetian royal residence, now a_ very 
beautiful hotel on the Grand Canal, 
checked in, changed clothes and got right 
back into a gondola. They took pictures of 
everything, the Bridge of Sighs, a street 
dance, their hotel, other gondolas.... 
The only time they disembarked, in fact, 
was to see St. Mark’s Cathedral and feed 
the thousands of pigeons in the square. 
Again, the citizenry didn’t recognize them 
at once, for which they were very grateful, 
but the numerous gentlemen who prowl 
the Plaza in search of tourists spotted 
them as Americans right off and invited 
them to tour a glass-blowing factory. So 
they got to see something of the streets of 
Venice, too. Janie’s reaction: “Well, the 
most fabulous thing—we saw a woman 
lean out of an upstairs window and lower 
a basket on a string so the postman could 
put the mail in. And then she drew it up 
again . . . it was just wonderful!” 


T# IraLIAN newspapers recorded their 
arrival with a great deal of joy and 
even more errors per inch than the French. 
Here’s a sample (very free translation; my 
Italian is rusty, to say the least): ’ 

“Miss Powell’s husband is Signor Noon, 
(no comment from Pat, who was used to 
it by now) a young-looking man with red 
hair and glasses, who was formerly mar- 
ried to the actress Mona Freeman. .. . It 
is perhaps strange to report that while 
Jane Powell and Pat Nooni are enjoying 
their honeymoon in Venice, the world’s 
most famous honeymoon spot, Mona Free- 
man is enjoying her freedom in London. 
She is preparing for a Command Perform- 
ance show, while in Venice it is love who 
is commanding Jane Powell and her car- 
manufacturing husband, Pat Noont.” 

Ah, these Italians. .. . 

On November 22, two weeks after they 


were married, the Nerneys left Venice and 5 
headed for Rome, via Florence where they 4) 


spent a day. Rome got a full week; but it 
wasn’t really long enough to see that fabu- 


lous, ancient city, (“And we wanted to see || 


| most of it,’ Janie sighed, exhausted, as 
they left) so every day was a mad scram- 
ble of sightseeing and ducking in and out 
of the wonderful little shops for leather 
goods, perfumes and souvenirs for the kids 
(even though they are a little young yet). 

Then there was a quick trip to Madrid, 
a brief goodbye visit to Paris and, a month 
after Janie clasped her hands at the wed- 
ding and said ecstatically to the twenty- 
five guests (including Mrs. Marshall 
_ Thompson, her matron-of-honor, best man 
| John Nerney, Pat’s brother and two lucky 
—and nameless—friends from MoprErn 
ScrEEN) “We’re going to Europe! All over 
Europe!” she and Pat were home again. 

Not a bad honeymoon. In fact I never 
saw a more ecstatic Jane Powell than 
the one I tracked all over the continent— 
except twice. One was the radiant Jane 
who stood in the Ojai Community Presby- 
terian Church in Ojai, California and said 
“I do” to Pat on November 8, one year 
| after their first date. The other-—well, that 
was the Jane who flew home from Europe, 
| caught her breath with excitement as Pat 
unlocked the door of their house—and 
opened her arms to her kids. 

Have you ever met those kids? Again— 
what dolls! Geary is three now, and even 
Suzanne, a round-faced little cutie the 
family calls “Sis” is getting to be a big girl. 
Jane is dying to have more children; she 
can’t bear the thought of being without a 
| baby around the house. She refers to “the 
next four” without blinking an eye. I sus- 
pect she chose Pat with as much of an eye 
to his qualifications as a good father as to 
his romantic appeal. She and Pat’s little 
girl, Mona Nerney, get along famously, and 
Pat has already established himself as 
head of the house where Jane’s kids are 
concerned. Step-children will never be a 
problem in this marriage. 

At the moment, it’s hard to see what 
will—or could be—a problem. When Jane 
married Geary she was a youngster, more 
| in love with the idea of marriage than with 
| her groom. They tried hard to make the 
marriage work, but when it was no longer 
possible Jane risked loneliness, lost her 
career-built reputation as the “perfect lit- 
tle housewife” and paid considerable 
money (because California is a community 
property state) to end their relationship. 
The love affair with Gene Nelson that fol- 
lowed the break-up was an honest, but a 
transient romance, and it left Jane hurt, 
bewildered, and stunned by the unfriendly 
attitude of the press and the public just 
when she had needed help most. But it 
also left her a more mature person. 

So her romance with Pat Nerney was 
more than moonlight and roses. It grew 
very slowly for Jane. Why, back when Pat 
was announcing “I’m crazy about Jane 
and I don’t care who knows it,” Janie was 
still waiting, watching her own reactions, 
wondering if she might be on the rebound. 
And at the point when Pat was planning 
their African safari honeymoon (!) Jane 
| was still changing the subject adroitly, 
| making sure that this time it was love in- 
deed. But by the time her divorce from 
Geary became final last August, Jane 
knew. The safari, despite Pat’s happy mut- 
terings and the urgings of hunter Pat de 
Cieco, went by the boards. Janie wasn’t 
sure she could lift a gun, much less 
shoot one. But she was sure of the one 
vital thing—she wanted Pat, she needed 
him and loved him. If such a thing is 
possible, she’s even surer now. 

So they’re back in Hollywood and ’m 
| back in Paris. And thus endeth the first 
part of the honeymoon. Here’s hoping the 
second part lasts Jane and Pat another 
eighty years or so. . . . Regards to all, 

Susan 


(Jane Powell can now be seen in MGM’s 
Athena.) 


a 


Gara 
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OF INTEREST TO WOMEN 
HOME SEWERS WANTED — Part or full time. Sew readi-cut ties, 
aprons. “You make them, we sell them. Jud-San, 518 E. 105, Suite 
B-76, Cleveland 8, Ohio. 

HIGHEST PRICES Typewriting, Sewing, Writing, or clipping wanted 
items from your newspaper. Economy Publications, Rowley 5, Mass. 
BUY—sell Titania Gems. More brilliant than diamonds. $9.75 carat 
wholesale. Free catalog. Diamoni te, 1404-D Mitchell; Oakland 1, Cal. 
SEW our ready cut aprons at home, spare time. Easy, Profitable 
HANKY APRONS, Fort Smith 2,.Ark. 

BEAUTY DEMONSTRATORS — To $5 hr., demonstrating Famous 
Hollywood Cosmetics, your neighborhood. For free samples, details, 
write Studio Girl, Glendale, Calif., Dept. CC-25. 

EARN SPARE TIME Cash mailing Advertising Literature. GLEN- 
WAY, 5713 Euclid, Cleveland 3, Ohio. 

CAN YOU EARN $40.00 Weekly addressing Display Folders? Enclose 
stamped addressed envelope; write ALLEN CO., Warsaw, Indiana. 
HELP WANTED-WOMEN-MEN 
$2.00 HOURLY possible doing light assembly work at home. Experi- 
ence unnecessary. CROWN Mfg., 7159-A Beverly Blvd., Los Angeles 

36, Calif. 

AMAZING Extra-Money plan gives you gorgeous dress without pen- 
ny cost. Rush name today with dress size. C. E. Israel, Dept. N-258, 
Cincinnati 25, Ohio. 

HOUSEWIVES — $80-$125 WEEKLY. Our style shows adults and 
children’s apparel are sensational for party plan. Isabel Sharrow made 
$258 — 11 days spare time! Free Outfit. Samples Furnished. Birginal 
Fashions, Bensonville 287, III. 

EXTRA MONEY EVERY WEEK. I'll send you full-size Blair house- 
hold products on FREE Trial. Show them to friends and neighbors. 
You can make BIG EXTRA PROFITS. Write BLAIR, Dept. 119NB, 
Lynchburg, Virginia. 

_ Send postcard for FREE Money-Making Kit guaranteed direct-from- 
Mill nylons, lingerie, blouses, men’s and children’s wear. American 
Mills, Dept. 440, Indianapolis. 

THREE FOODBAGS FREE just for examining America’s finest plas- 
tics. Over 200 household items - unbreakable dishware, drapes, gift- 
wares, etc. Take orders, earn big money. Catalog FREE. Loraine, 
846 Adams, Chicago 7, Illinois. 

HOME WORKERS. Make hand-mad e moccasins. Good pay. Experience 
unnecessary. California Handicrafts, Dept. 80, Hollywood 46, Calif, 
EARN EXTRA MONEY — Work 3-5 hrs. at home daily. Up to $40 
weekly possible. Our instructions tell how. A. B. Dunbar Co., Dept. 
P-2, 4130 Mark Terrace, Cleveland 28, Ohio. 

EARN EXTRA MONEY Selling Advertising Book Matches. Free sam- 
ple kit furnished. MATCHCORP, Dept. EE-3, Chicago 32, III. 
ANYONE CAN SELL famous Hoover Uniforms for beauty shops, 
waitresses, nurses, doctors, others. All popular miracle fabrics — ny- 
Jon, dacron, orlon. Exclusive styles, top quality. Big cash income now, 
real future. Equipment free. Hoover, Dept. K-126, N. Y., 11, N.Y. 
Add to family income. Unlimited earnings. Work in spare time dem- 
onstrating household plastics and toys. No canvassing or experience 
necessary. Halliday, 17-A Pennington Ave., Passaic, N. J. 

WOMEN. Sew Ready-Cut Wrap-A-Round, spare time—profitable. 
Dept. A. Hollywood Mfg. Co., Hollywood 46, Calif. 

MAKE MONEY Introducing World’s cutest children’s dresses. Big 
selection, adorable styles. Low Prices. Complete display free. Rush 
name. ‘Harford, Dept. N-2329, Cincinnati 25, Ohio. 

HOME WORKERS WANTED! Self employment home jobs listed. 
$20-$50 per week possible. No experience necessary. Rush reply for 
details. MAXWELL, Dept. K-2, Cleveland 14, Ohio. 


OPPORTUNITIES 


Advertisers: For Information, Rates, 
on Classified Advertising in this 
section, write: Combined Classified, 
140 N. Dearborn St., Chicago 2, III. 


CLASSIFIED 


BUSINESS-MONEY-MAKING OPPORTUNITIES 


MAKE BIG MONEY AT HOME! Invisibly Reweave all damaged gar- 
ments. Constant demand assures big, steady earnings. Details FREE. 
Fabricon, 8324 Prairie, Chicago 19, IIlinois. 


MAKE NEW Greaseless Doughnuts in kitchen. Sell stores. Free reci- 
pes. Earl Ray, 3605 South 15th Ave., Minneapolis 7, Minn. 
Make Money Growing Miniature Trees on your windowsill. Free seed 
and plan. National Nursery, Dept. PD, Inglewood 4, Calif. 
A DRESS SHOP in your home. No investment. Liberal sales commis- 
sions, write BELLECRAFT Fashions, 111-ZR Eighth Ave., New York. 
NEW PLASTIC MENDING TAPE. Just press on! Repairs clothing 
instantly. Lightning seller. Samples sent on trial. KRISTEE 152, 
Akron, Ohio. 
$70 weekly guaranteed — potential - home, spare time. Simplified 
mail Bookkeeping. Immediate income - easy! Success revealing in- 
formation. Auditax, 34651NB, Los Angeles 34. 
PROFITABLE Home Business—make fast-seller chenille Monkey 
Trees. Literature free. Velva, Bohemia 8, N. Y. 
INSTRUCTION - EDUCATION 
“HOW TO MAKE MONEY WITH SIMPLE CARTOONS’'—A book 
everyone who likes to draw should have. It is free; no obligation 
Simply address Cartoonists’ Exchange, Dept. 862, Pleasant Hill, Ohio. 
HIGH SCHOOL—NO CLASSES. Study at home. Spare Time. Dip- 
loma awarded. Write for FREE Catalog HCX-3. WAYNE SCHOOL, 
2527 Sheffield, Chicago 14, III. 
MAKE UP TO $50-$60 WEEK as a practical nurse, Nursing Aide, or 
Infant Nurse. Learn quickly at home, spare time. Booklet free. Chi- 
cago School of Nursing, Dept. CW-1, Chicago. 
WANT U.S. GOV'T. JOB? Men-Women, 18-55. Start high as $350 
month. Qualify NOW! 23,000 jobs open. Experience often unneces- 
sary. Get FREE 36-page book showing jobs, salaries, requirements, 
sample tests. WRITE: Franklin Institute, Dept. Y-40, Rochester, N.Y. 
COMPLETE HIGH SCHOOL at home in spare time with 58-year-old 
school; texts furnished; diploma; no classes; booklet free. Write 
American School, Dept. X297, Drexel at 58th, Chicago 37, Illinois 
GIRLS - WOMEN. Practical Nurses needed. Learn profitable career 
at home easily. Many earn while learning. High school not required. 
Free booklet. Wayne School, 2525 Sheffield, Dept. EZ-3, Chicago 14. 
MISCELLANEOUS - PERSONAL 
“8 MISTAKES PARENTS MAKE.” Every parent should have this 
book about child training. It is free; no obligation. Simply address 
Parents’ Association, Dept. 882, Pleasant Hill, Ohio. 
Borrowing by Mail. Loans $50 to $600 to employed men and women. 
Easy, quick. Completely confidential. No endorsers. Repay in conveni- 
ent monthly payments. Details free in plain envelope. Give occupation. 
State Finance Co., 323 Securities Bldg., Dept. B-215, Omaha 2, Nebr. 
BEAUTIFULLY Processed Personal Stationery — 100 envelopes, 100 
sheets, imprinted — $3.75 postpaid. Q.S.L. Press, Passaic, N. J. 
OLD MONEY WANTED 
$10.00 for certain Lincoln pennies. Indianheads $50.00. Booklet 
showing prices paid, 10c. Lincoln Coins, D-279, Glendale, Arizona. 
WANTED - 1894-S DIME pay $1000. Certain 1913 nickel $1500. 
1901-S quarter $30 to $250. Hundreds of others. Know their true 
value. Complete illustrated catalog 50c. Worthycoin Corp D-540, 
Boston 8, Mass. 


STAMPS 
77 Different U.S. - 25c, or 125 Different U.S. $1.00. Approvals. Pre- 
miums. Utech, 1143 D North Keeler, Chicago 51. 
United Nations First Stamp Set. Among world’s prettiest. Only 10c. 
Approvals. Welles, Box 1246-Y, NYC 8. 


FADED => LAIR 


GREY (Ja 


New fragrant hair pomade with lanolin will make gray 
hair DISAPPEAR GRADUALLY (no sudden _ change). 
Because change is gradual your friends in a few weeks 
will never remember that you ever had gray hair. Used 
like a hairdressing. Lasting NATURAL LOOK ... will 
not streak or rub off. Good for men & women. Just 
$2. mailed at our expense. 


LECHLER—560 Broadway, New York 


OVERWEIGHT ? 


Lose ugly, unhealthy fat. No diet . . . no ex- 
ercises . . . no medicines. Take delicious Redu- 
Soup, a_physician’s formula. Full month’s 
supply $2.98 post paid. Send check or money 


order to: REDU-SOUP 


Box 383, Los Angeles 53, Calif. 


‘am PSORIASIS 


(SCALY SKIN TROUBLE) 


DERMOIL 


‘Prove it yourself no matter 
how long you have suffered 
or what you have tried. 

itiful book on_psori- 

and Dermoil 

azing true photo- 
graphic proof of results 
sent FREE. Write ior it. 


MAKE THE ONE 


Don’t 
for the stubborn, ugly, \™* 

embarrassing scaly skin 

disease Psoriasis. 

ply non-staining 

moil. Thousands 

Sealy spots on body a 

scalp. Grateful users often 

after years of suffering \% 

Teport the  seales have COA 
gone, the red patches gradually dis- ° i 
appeared and they enjoyed the thrill of clear skin 

again. Dermoil is used by many doctors and is backed by a 
positive agreement to give definite benefit in 2 weeks Or 
money is refunded without question. Send 10c (stamps or 
coin) for generous trial bottle to make our famous ‘‘One Spot 
Test.’’ Test it for yourself. Results may surprise you. Write to- 
day for your test bottle. Caution: Use only as directed. Print 
name plainly. Don’t delay. Sold by Liggett and Walgreen Drug 
stores and other leading Druggists. LAKE LABORATORIES, 
Box 3925, Strathmoor Station, Dept. 9409, Detroit 27, Mich. 


mistake eczema 


RELIEF FROM EPILEPSY! 


Learn about treatment for epileptic attacks! 
Write today for free information regarding 
control of these spells. Lakewood Neurophen Co., 
Station A, Dept. MM-4, Cleveland 2, Ohio. 


a 


-.. even if you don't know 
a single note of music now! 


[MAGINE! Even if you never dreamed you could play .. . 

you can soon surprise your friends with your musical 
ability. No special talent or previous training needed. 
Spend just a few minutes a day—and only a few cents per 
lesson. Teach yourself to play piano, guitar, accordion, 
whatever instrument you choose. Make amazingly rapid 
progress because you start right out playing real pieces 
oring exercises to do. Over 900,000 people 
have chosen tt easy home study method. 
(Our 57th successful year.) 


MAIL COUPON FOR FREE BOOK. See actual 
proof that YOU can play. No obligation; no 
salesman will call on you. Just mail cou- 
pon to; U. S. SCHOOL OF MUSIC, Studio 
A162, Port Washington, N. Y. 


U. S. SCHOOL OF MUSIC 
Studio A162, Port Washington, N. Y. 


Please send me 36-page illustrated free Book. I’m 
interested in playing (name instrument)..............6+ 


OI do (0 I do NOT—have instrument now. 

INAMOC rice ws esielees vel GOHOIAIOoOOADUROOUUMUOODUCRTBUGuC . 
(please print) 

ANOOWSES Wo Gand socmetioco ds oud subom mens oo oopUooubN AGS one 
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A FABULOUS 


LORD VANITY—Samue! Shellabarger. By 
the author of Captain from Castile. 
In gay 18th century Venice, fate drew 
together a young musician, a beautiful 
countess, an aspiring ballerina, and a 
dealer in black magic—in a fantastic 
web of romance and adventure! Pub- 
lisher’s edition $3.95 


Ae: 


- —_— 
BLUE HURRICANE—F. van Wyck Masen. 
Why did pious young Matt Hovey 
become a notorious blockade runner 
—the most feared man on the Mis- 
sissippi? Why were two women, fair 
Phoebe Whidden and dark, sultry 
Leonie Dulac essential to his happi- 
ness? New best-seller! Pub. ed.$3.75 


An Opportunity You Mustn’t Miss! 


HOOSE any 3 books on this page 
for only $1.00. This big intro- 
ductory bargain is offered as a dem- 
onstration of the great book values 
which you enjoy as a member of the 
famous Dollar Book Club. 


Save up to 75% on New Best-Sellers 
(compared with prices of publishers’ editions) 


Imagine—the same new books costing up 
to $3.95 in publishers’ editions come to 
Club members for only $1 each! The 
biggest hits by top authors like Daphne 
du Maurier, Thomas B. Costain, Frank 
Yerby, Frances Parkinson Keyes, and 
many more, have come to members at 
this low $1 price. Occasionally, extra- 
value selections at $1.49 are offered. All 
are full-size, hard-bound books. 

In addition, the Club frequently offers 
other desirable books ... useful home- 
maker yolumes... beautifully illustrated 


ow dare you in- 
trude!’’ Amelie 
shouted. Then she 
recognized Richard 
and her eyes sof- 
tened. (Lord Vanity) 


DESIREE— Annemarie Selinko. The 
story of lovely Désirée Clary, the 
modest village beauty who at 19 
became the much admired wife of 
Napoleon’s greatest general —un- 
til her strange meetings with Na- 
poleon himself rocked Paris with 
scandal! 512 pages. Pub. ed. $4.50 


PACKAGE FOR YOU FROM AMERICA’S BIGGEST BOOK CLUB! 


NY THREE 


OF THESE BEST-SELLERS 


UP TO $14.20 VALUE IN PUBLISHERS’ EDITIONS 


OO 


when you jein 
the Dollar Book 
Club and agree 
to take as few 
as 6 selections 
out of 24 to be 
offered within 
a year. 


: : A STRANGER 
Morton Thompson. Nation’s top 
hit for many, many months! The 
story of Lucas Marsh, who gave 
everything to become a doctor; 
Kristina, the girl he so strangely 
married; and the beautiful wom- 
an who shook his innermost soul. 
Pub. ed. $4.75 


THE DEVIL’S LAUGHTER 
Frank Yerby. The fiery tale 
of Jean-Paul Marin and 
the tawny-haired beauty 
he adored in a world mad 
with the wanton excite- 
ment of the French Revo- 
lution. ‘‘Flaming story of 
action, passion, revenge, 
love.’’—Chicago Tribune. 
Pub. ed. $3.50 


AMERICAN CAPTAIN ~ 
Edison Marshall. The 
wind-swept coast of 
Malta in the 180Q’s pro- 
vides the setting for this 
stormy romance of a 
rugged Yankee sailor 
and the exquisite daugh- 
ter of an English noble- 
man. New hit by the 
author of Yankee Pasha. 
Pub. ed. $3.95 


New Editio 
of a Modern 
American 
Classic! 


GONE WITH THE WIND 
Margaret Mitchell. The 
greatest best-seller of the 
century in a new edi- 


ss 


books... valuable 
reference yolumes... 
at special Club prices 
which save you up to 75%. But you take 
only the books you want—and you do not 
have to take one every month. You may 
take as few as six $1 books a year! 


Send No Money—Just Mail Coupon 


Receive any 3 books you choose from 
this page for only $1, plus a small 
shipping charge. Two books are your 
gift for joining, and one is your first 
selection. Thereafter, you will receive 
regularly the Club’s Bulletin, which de- 
scribes the forthcoming selections. 

If not delighted with your introduc- 
tory Three-Book bargain package — 
return all books and your membership 
will be cancelled without further obli- 
gation. Mail the coupon now. 

Doubleday Dollar Book Club 
Garden City, New York. 


All New, Full-Size, 
Hard-Bound Books! 


tion! The unforgettable 
love story of beautiful 
Scarlett O’Hara and ad- 
venturous Rhett Butler 
against a spectacular 
historical background. 
689 pages. Pub.ed. $2.95 


THE ROYAL BOX—Frances Par- 
kKinson Keyes. The story of 
a fabulous London adventure 
that begins with a brilliant 
theatre party, and reaches its 
dramatic climax in a luxuri- 
ous suite of the Savoy Hotel. 


MODERN FAMILY COOK BOOK 
Meta Given. New revised edi- 
tion of the most useful cook 
book ever published. 1,137 
delicious recipes! Plans your 
meals, guides your shopping, 
makes meal preparation a 
pleasure. 640 brimming pages, 
16 full color plates, many 
other pictures. Pub. ed. $4.95 


Newest romantic hit by the 
famous author of Dinner at 
Antoine's. Pub. edition $3.50 


es eS 
MAIL THIS COUPON 


Doubleday Dollar Book Club, Dept. 2DMG, Garden City, New York 

Please enroll me as a Dollar Book Club member. Send me at once 
as my gift books and first selection the 3 books checked below—and 
bill me only $1 FOR ALL 3, plus a small shipping charge. 

[l American Captain [The Devil’s Laughter [ Modern Family Cook Book 
J Blue Hurricane O] Gone With the Wind [ Not As a Stranger 

Désirée 1 Lord Vanity 1 The Royal Box 

Also send my first issue of The Bulletin, telling me about the 
new forthcoming one-dollar book selections and other bargains for 
members. I may notify you in advance if I do not wish the following 
month’s selections. I do not have to accept a book every month— 
only six a year. I pay nothing except $1 for each selection I accept, 
plus a small shipping charge (unless I choose an extra-value 


selection). yo-RISK GUARANTEE: If not delighted return all 
books in 7 days and membership will be cancelled. 


I CCRCES erty hobo GnCod sn Uoe OCGA sUOduLoond soboa caso pb ooaOC oo dodbponduggan 
City 
ANID apacaraudpucpenodsdue rss 


In Canada, selection price $1.10 plus shipping; address Doubleday 
Book Club, 105 Bond St., Tovonto 2. Offer good in U, S. & Canada only. 


WOMEN! 


. ed g 
4 j 43 - Gently flared 
- ; ees skirt, new 
: —e : sleek torso 
oe line... 
di =. flatters you! 


HERE’S 
FOR 
YOU: 


Make all the extra money you want in a 
few spare hours. Sell beautiful Fashion 
Frocks—low as $2.98 each. Over I00O dif- 
ferent styles, colors, fabrics. We furnish 

.® samples. You risk nothing. Ab- 


solutely no experience needed. 
Try it—just mail coupon below... 


Elegant 
rayon crepe 
fora slim, 
trim look 


| > a also an 
~ > SF RESSES HE 


| ae M 
Ay OWN ! 

yY om w aw 5 FASHION FROCKS, INC. 

i = * = © @ , Dept. S-2054, Cincinnati 25, Ohio 
how 2.00 Send me samples and everything | need to make money 
j 4 Just think! For CON ar in spare time. No obligation—everything free. 
ay mmissions As 

a - month, ee . Name 
ae coe a FREE Dress 
all-season 
suit looks Address 
dressy, 
resists i 
wrinkles City. Zone State 


Age Dress Size 


Dept. $-2054 | 
Cincinnati 25, Ohio 
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@ Smokers who go for flavor 
are sure going for Winston! 
This filter cigarette really 
tastes like a cigarette. It’s the 
F filter cigarette that’s fun | 
| to smoke! | 


S _ §O EASY! ; 
( THEY TASTE | Se : 


| 80 GOOD! ) | : 


fat 
AS 


New, king-size Winstons are i 
easy-drawing, too! Winston’s 
finer filter works so effectively, 
yet doesn’t flatten the flavor. | 
The full, rich, tobacco flavor 
comes through to you easily 
and smoothly. 


| 


bibtebritanrapess 


Try Winstons! They taste good 
-— like a cigarette should! | 


FINER | 
FLAVOR! 


| say ff - ai KING SIZE, cal 


WINSTONS are 
so easy-drawing! 


There’s no effort to puff! 
Winston’s finer filter lets 
Winston’s finer flavor come 
clean through to you. The full, 
rich flavor is all yours to enjoy! 


| Sincke WINSTON the casy-dhamig 4Utor cigarette! 


